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EYEWITNESS: 


HITLER 


A whole new generation is alive today whose curiosity about 
Adolf Hitler is matched by the scantiness of their knowledge. 
What was he like? they ask. What qualities equipped this man 
to lead a conquered and impoverished nation to victory over 
half of Europe, to threaten England and nearly destroy her 
cities, to exterminate six million human beings with cold and 
fearful efficiency? 


In the period from 1930 to 1945, Liberty magazine, then one 
of the Big Three of American popular periodicals, extensively 
covered the rise to power and the impact of this insignificant 
Austrian housepainter who became the personification of 
everything evil. Liberty magazine’s bylines were those of the 
country’s most knowledgeable—and glamorous— foreign 
correspondents, together with political leaders, authors— 
indeed, all the era’s opinion makers. 


The articles in Eyewitness: Hitler give a composite picture of 
the phenomenon that was Adolf Hitler as nothing else could. 
Reporters like Shirer and Gunther, writers like George Bernard 
Shaw, the world’s 
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EYEWITNESS: HITLER 


The many millions of people alive at the time may not have 
fully appreciated the fact, but they were viewing a spectacular 
slice of history as Adolf Hitler emerged from the shadows to 
trigger the second world war in a generation. 


When Hitler strutted onstage, right arm upthrust in a Nazi 
salute, America was a Depression-ridden nation with Franklin 
D. Roosevelt just becoming President. England and France 
were plagued by falling governments. But as Hitler rose to 
become Germany’s filhrer, a word indicating tyrannical power, 
nations neglected their problems to become hypnotized by this 
pudgy little man with fanatical blue eyes, tumbling lock of 
hair, and silly Chaplin mustache, who changed neither beliefs 
nor appearance from his first days of power to last. 


At first people were bewildered by a rogue- personality so 
ready to use murder, arson, and deceit to attain his ends, whose 
ideas of cruelty and vengeance stemmed from the Dark Ages. 
Fear came next as his armies, forbidden by the Treaty of 
Versailles, rose to break treaties and the Fhhrer’s pledges. 
Even before the statesmen who tried desperately to head off 
conflict, the average man sensed Hitler would one day fight. 
Then, suddenly, we were at war with this Mad Dog of Europe. 


In 1930-1945 there existed a special group of men and women 
who were eyewitnesses to Hitler. They were foreign 
correspondents, the dashing, slouch-hat, trench-coated breed 
that 


proliferated between wars. The most romantic figures of the 
period, they were enshrined in novels, short stories, and a 
Hitchcock thriller. Among them in real life were John Gunther, 
whose Inside Europe opened eyes to danger; William L. 
Shirer, author of Berlin Diary, Pierre van Paassen, of the 
bestseller Days of Our Years’, and others like Wythe Williams, 
Robert St. John, Burnet Hershey, and Waverly Root. 


Hitler himself stood responsible for a second group of 
eyewitnesses—German journalists he drove from homeland 
and established careers. Some were Jewish, others had earned 
Nazi ire, but having grown up in Hitler’s era, they had special 
knowledge of his personal life and of the intrigues around him. 
Among these were Curt Reiss, Rene Kraus, Johannes Steel, 
Erika Mann, and Princess Radziwill. The last named was a 
Russian-born correspondent whose interview with Stalin in 
these pages was a rare journalistic scoop, especially (in those 
days) for a woman. 


All these eyewitnesses—and more—wrote for the weekly 
magazine Liberty, which ranked with The Saturday Evening 
Post and Collier’s as the Big Three of American popular 
periodicals. Liberty was most aggressive in its coverage of 
Germany and pioneered in using the refugee writers. 
Whenever possible it also secured the works of statesmen who 
dealt with Hitler on even terms, such as Benito Mussolini, 
Neville 


Chamberlain, Anthony Eden, Winston Churchill, Charles de 
Gaulle, and Mahatma Gandhi. In another category are authors 
like George Bernard Shaw. 


The nearly fifty articles in this book come from Liberty. They 
constitute what might be called eyewitness history, a time 
capsule in print, where Hitler is seen only through the eyes of 
contemporaries. Liberty ’s coverage began in 1932 and 
presupposed a knowledge of the fiendish fellow’s life gained 
from newspapers. Its readers already knew— presumably— 
that Hitler was born on April 20, 1889, in Austria, a country 
even more anti-Semitic than Germany. His boyhood had been 
poor but not impoverished, with a harsh father balanced by a 
doting mother. Believing himself a gifted artist, he studied in 
Vienna where his skills proved no better than those of an 
architectural Tenderer. He blamed outside forces, particularly 
Jews, for this initial failure in life. Still, he sank into a slough 
of despair and self-loathing where he was little more than a 
bum. Robert St. John pictures him so in the first article here. 


Life began for Adolf Hitler in 1913 when he moved to 
Munich, aged twenty-four. There he felt part of the surging 
stream of Teutonic culture. Soon he was fighting for his 
adopted Germany in the World War, a lowly corporal running 
messages to the front. It was dangerous, but he was good at it. 


With the end of the war he returned to Munich, placing his feet 
on the path to becoming the person most of the world 
considered evil incarnate. Seething with humiliation over the 
injustice of Germany’s defeat, his frenzied mind cast about for 
scapegoats. He found them in the Jews, Communists, and the 
German General Staff whose members, he raged, had stabbed 
their country in the back by surrendering too soon. 


Simultaneously, he began to envision Germans as a master 
race of Aryan supermen, entitled by this supremacy to 
lebensraum, or greater living space, and to dwell without the 
distraction of Jews and other inferiors. Oddly, the only other 
nation worthy of being 


called Aryan was England; this feeling would inhibit him at a 
crucial moment of conquest. To his amazement, he found that 
when worked into a hysterical state over the wrongs done 
Germany, he could orate in a way that commanded attention. 
Crowds of the bitter and discontented flocked to hear him. 


By 1922 he had attained such note as a political troublemaker 
that the American embassy in Berlin began to watch him. A 
year later, in the celebrated beerhall putsch, he failed in an 
attempt to take over Bavaria. In prison as a result, he was 
treated like an honored guest and allowed to write his 
autobiography, Mein Kampf Journalists who covered him in 
the years following told of his increasing hysteria and 
magnetism as an orator, as well as the viciousness of his anti- 
Semitism. Following his electrifying speeches, Brown-Shirt 
followers rampaged Munich yanking Jews from beds and 
beating them or wrecking Communist offices. 


One story circulating at the time capsuled Hitler and his 
movement. It said Hitler had patronized a local prostitute who, 
at the end, tauntingly informed him that he had shared the bed 
of a Jewess. He said nothing, but the next night a gang of his 
Nazi bullies beat the girl to a pulp and wrecked her quarters. 
Hitler claimed to be an ascetic, but the violent vengeance 
involved made the story ring true. 


Hitler’s charisma—or ambiance—of evil unfolded gradually 
on the pages of Liberty, as it does here. He was proving a rare 
combination of egomaniac and monomaniac, a creature as 
passionate about his beliefs as about himself. Though intent on 
his own visions and hates, he still paused to package himself 
for idolatry. He and his propaganda chief, the clubfooted 
Joseph Goebbels, decided that paramilitary garb made him 
look like a leader. Whenever possible he wore a British 
officer’s belted trench coat and visored cap. As if to flaunt the 


amorality of himself and his cause, he also carried a small 
whip of ox or rhino hide. 


He next devised the Nazi salute—body at rigid attention, arm 
extended upward with 


palm out. This made him look more commanding and allowed 
followers to pay suitable reverence. Less military was the 
loose lift of the right arm, along with the words “Heil Hitler” 
that Germans came to use when greeting one another. 


Hitler’s sparse soul contained a love of opera and an unlikely 
feeling for pageantry. After hearing his friend Putzi 
Hanfstaengl, who had attended Harvard, discourse on the rah- 
rah aspects of American football games, Hitler conceived the 
giant Nazi rallies at Nuremburg and elsewhere. Here he 
bellowed of lebensraum and a Thousand Year Reich against a 
background of military bands, goose-stepping troops, swastika 
banners, and searchlights cutting patterns in the night. He 
made no secret of hearing inner voices to which he paid more 
attention than to the wisdom of advisers or the evidence of his 
own eyes. His orations were long-winded exercises in hysteria, 
which to foreigners sounded funny and looked comic. He 
played like a master organist on that Teutonic weakness for 
blaming others while seeing oneself as blameless. Crowds 
responded by roaring eternal fealty. 


As a youth, Hitler had exploded into tantrums of rage when 
crossed. Soon he noted that people were frightened by these 
“fits of frenzy,” as correspondent Burnet Hershey labels them 
here. In them was an element of the maniacal, the feeling he 
was capable of any violence. In time he used these frenzies 
with great calculation, and no one could tell if they were real 
or simulated. The decision to murder his close associate Ernst 
Roehm was accompanied by a rage (probably phony) so great 
that he foamed at the mouth. These fits became a vital part of 
his fiendish bag of tricks, terrifying Party members, the 
General Staff, and (notably) Prime Minister Neville 
Chamberlain of Great Britain. 


Fits of frenzy increased his ability to bluff out his vaunted 
intuitions. These intuitions appeared flawless as he overrode 


his generals and the heads of nearby nations to march 
bloodlessly into the Rhineland, Austria, and 


Czechoslovakia. This last invasion, so boldly awesome at the 
time, may have been a major blunder. Czechoslovakia would 
probably have fallen into his lap eventually. By invading he 
flung the gauntlet before the Allies, forcing them to declare 
war when he marched into Poland on September 1, 1939. 


Magazine articles like these made the public take Hitler 
seriously, causing the early comic image to fade into the 
personification of evil. In the early days he was fairly open to 
journalistic interviewers, ranting at some over the wrongs done 
Germany, to others eagerly stating ambitious aims. He would 
tell the truth up to a point, but in veiled language. Thus we 
find him in pages following speaking of 10,000,000 Germans 
being more powerful than any 50,000,000 others “whose race 
consciousness is infected by aliens.” For aliens, of course, read 
Jews. 


He told the total truth to no one. His phantasmagoric mind 
blazed with ideas for exterminating all Jews and invading 
Russia to get lebensraum and for ideological reasons. Next he 
would proceed down to India to join up with his eventual Axis 
partner Japan. But it would not do to frighten the world 
prematurely by revealing such shattering plans! 


So he stood supreme, making vainglorious speeches to which 
Germans responded with thunderous “Heil Hitlers” and “Sieg 
Heils.” His military might grew, his warplanes underwent 
testing in the Spanish Civil War. His sabotage and espionage 
web spread to the United States, as articles here attest. He 
grew more ominous as radio news went international and men 
like Ed Murrow, William Shirer, and Eric Sevareid broadcast 
from Europe. Only a few years before, Americans had 
clustered around loudspeakers for Amos n’ Andy. Now they 
did the same to hear the words, “This is William Shirer in 
Berlin.” 


To a degree no one dared suspect at the time, Hitler was 
shoving his General Staff aside to become military ftlhrer; one 
thing he disregarded was the official plan for the 
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conquest of Britain, to be found here. So we have a corporal 
from one war functioning as supreme commander of a mighty 
war machine in the next. This may bring up the question of 
why it took so long to defeat armies maneuvered by a wild- 
eyed amateur tuned to inner voices. The answer seems to be 
that, once started, military juggernauts are hard to stop, 
especially when lower echelons are run with Teutonic 
efficiency. There is also the matter of Hitler’s ability to inspire. 
He often declared that he wanted his troops to fight more like 
National Socialists than soldiers. They responded by battling 
like zealots. 


The refugee journalists who wrote for Liberty were the first to 
bring word of Hitler’s foibles—that he was superstitious, 
credulous, and partial to a quack doctor who fed him bizarre 
pills and shot him full of wild injections. Pauline Kohler, 
housemaid, told of his luxurious life in beautiful Ber- 
chtesgaden, near the Austrian border. As usually happened 
with Nazis, the beauties of Berchtesgaden were adjacent to the 
damned. Downstairs were dungeons for those who incurred 
storm-trooper wrath. 


In the relaxed atmosphere of Berchtesgaden, Hitler the amorist 
became visible. 


Singly and in the mass, German woman adored Hitler. At 
Party meetings and rallies they reached out to touch him, a 
tribute he failed to relish. In early days he used the money and 
influence of smitten older ladies who expected him to restore 
the monarchy. Later his young secretaries idolized him, 
despite his erratic work habits, infuriating changes of mind, 
and an unpleasant gastric ailment that made him 
uncontrollably flatulent. 


At first the world thought Hitler a homosexual because of the 
large number of them in Brown-Shirt ranks. Following the 
murder of the homosexual Roehm, Hitler began (on the advice 
of Goebbels) to play the part of Ascetic Adolf, ostentatiously 
saying, “Germany is my mistress,” or “My only bride is the 
Motherland.” Among others, 


John Gunther was conned into passing this supposed 
sublimation along to the world. 


But German journalists knew of Hitler’s love for his stepniece 
Geli and his affairs with Eva Braun, Renate MUller, Leni 
Riefenstahl, Unity Mitford, and—according to Curt Riess— 
Magda Goebbels and Emmy Gbring. In his final moments of 
life he married Eva Braun, whom he had first glimpsed atop a 
stepladder, legs attractively revealed, filing photos on a high 
shelf. Her employer said of her, “She is a chocolate beauty— 
pretty in a sweet way.” 


Hitler could sit in his private projection room relishing movies 
of murders he ordered. Such a man would hardly have a 
normal sex life. In this book are hints of women going into 
shock after offering themselves to the Ftihrer for a night of 
worshipful love. Probably Hitler was a sadomasochist who 
enjoyed whipping but liked being whipped more. Film actress 
Renate Mueller, who is mentioned herein, once whispered to 
friends of the night she gave in to Hitler. After undressing the 
two moved bedward. Before reaching it, Hitler fell to the floor 
and began reviling himself, demanding to be kicked, harder, 
harder—it is to be presumed she still had shoes on. There were 
stories that he asked, or forced, even more degrading acts. His 
demands may have driven at least two of his loves around the 
mental bend. 


In his lifetime Hitler was called madman, fiend, murderer, evil 
incarnate, and the anti- Christ. Italians, admiring at first, came 
to brand him “the one who should have been killed in the 
cradle.” 


Only with his death did the full enormity of his evil stand 
revealed as the world learned of the Holocaust. Hitler himself 
had conceived this diabolical scheme for exterminating Jews 
by the millions. Told that the first of them had been fed to gas 
ovens, he chortled with glee and slapped a thigh. It is a 
measure of his madness that he died believing the world would 
ultimately be grateful to him for what he called his Final 
Solution. 


INTRODUCTION 5 


Has there ever in history been such a twisted mind? 


One of Hitler’s oft-repeated charges was that in World War I 
the German General Staff had surrendered at five minutes to 
twelve, instead of waiting for the stroke of midnight as he 
would—and assuredly did. 


This book of firsthand, contemporary accounts of Hitler and 
his era is a time capsule in print. Turning back the clock for 

nearly fifty years of midnights, it offers Hitler only as others 
alive in his time saw him. 


—A.C. 


Was HE, as HE is so often described, the greatest monster of 
modern times? Was he a pitiful but dangerous madman? How 
close was the actual Adolf Hitler to the public image the world 
saw, whether as superhuman hero, clever and ruthless 
opportunist, or the incarnation of unspeakable evil? 


During the twenties he had become a figure in Germany, 
hypnotically ranting that the national despair was due to the 
Jews, the Red menace, and a stab in the back by the General 
Staff in the last days of World War I. In power, he inspired his 
Gestapo to torture resistance leaders and hunt Jews for 
concentration camps where atrocity rather than cruelty had 
become the norm. 


He had only to conquer England to become (if he had not 
achieved it already) the most fearsome figure in history. But 
England refused to fall, and in 1945, as Russian troops came 
closer and the Allied armies were moving across the western 
front, Hitler pointed a gun at his head in the depths of a bunker 
under the German Chancellery in Berlin, to die as 
enigmatically as he had lived. 


Some commentators provided pieces of the puzzle for the 
world to try and put together. 


[December, 1942] 


PETTY CROOK IN PRE-WORLD-WAR-1I VIENNA BV 
ROBERT ST. JOHN 


Before World War I the almshouse called Manner Heim in 
Vienna’s Wurlitizer Gasse was a place for beggars. In all my 
travels I have seldom seen such a disreputable lot of human 
wreckage as used to gather there. Any time a crime was 
committed, Manner Heim was one of the first places the police 
visited in their hunt for the criminal. 


During the day the inmates went out begging. Since it was 
against the law, they were generally arrested and sent to the 
workhouse. As soon as they got out, they returned to their old 
life. 


But one day one of these reprobates surprised the judge. 


“I am an artist,” he declared. “I was not begging. I was selling 
my art work—my paintings. This time your Lordship cannot 
send me to the workhouse.” 


Everyone in the courtroom stared in amazement at the old 
rascal with dirty white hair and tattered clothing, who time and 
time again had been sent up for common begging. But there 
really was a law that any artist could sell his creations in 
public without a permit—and without police interference. 


“Can you prove,” asked the judge, “that you are an artist?” 
The beggar fumbled in the pockets of his 


shabby overcoat and finally, with a smirk of satisfaction, 
handed something to the judge. 


All the lawyers in the room gathered around to examine the 
evidence. It was a crude watercolor, a street scene. A house or 
two and people on the sidewalk, all very much out of 
perspective. But it was an original painting, so they had to let 
the beggar go free. 


The next morning another old man offered the same defense. 
His watercolor was a landscape: green hills and what might 
have been a cow. Just as crude as the street scene, but just as 
obviously an “original work of art.” 


After three or four more cases, all identical, the police 
investigated. They discovered that the brains behind the hoax 
was a parasite living in Manner Heim, a man named Adolf 
Hitler. A man whom no one then suspected would some day 
become one of the most dangerous big-time racketeers the 
world had ever known. 


Adolf Hitler was whiling away his time turning out these 
crude paintings. And when the “artists” returned each night 
from their panhandling, each had to turn in a percentage of his 
day’s “take” to the mastermind! The racket went on for 
months, until Hitler went to Munich in search of a more 


lucrative field. 


L egend says Hitler was in love only onee, at age forty with 
his step- niece Geli (Crete), half his age. Yet Eva Braun, 
seventeen at the time, has said he was already showing an 
interest in her. Refugee- journalist Curt Riess intimates here 
that Hitler may have killed Geli, but it is agreed today that the 
girl took her own life. Was it because of jealousy of Eva, or for 
reasons covered in the Introduction to this book? [December, 
1941] 


THE GIRL THE FUHRER LOVED 
BV CURT RIESS 


“No, none OF US knew it. None of us suspected then that she 
was Hitler’s great love. We found that out later—when it was 
too late.” 


The man who told me this in Paris had been a member of the 
innermost Nazi circle at the very beginning. 


In those early days Hitler preferred women who were easily 
impressed and who would look up to him and, when he ranted 
at them, would tremble. He needed this kind of effect. He 
could not have lived without it. He wanted people to be afraid 
of him—his women included. In those days he always carried 
a whip with him, no matter where he went. 


This one woman he was really in love with was hardly a 
woman then. She was still a child—his niece, Grete, whom he 
called Geli. The relation of a niece to an uncle made possible 


the only relation of a woman to a man which suited him: the 
relation of a slave trembling before her master. 


To little Geli, Hitler was at first almost a father. She lived with 
her mother, Hitler’s sister, Frau Angela Raubal, and her elder 
brother, Leo, in his Munich apartment in the 
Prinzregentenstrasse. Her father had died when she had been 
too small to remember him. 


Uncle Alf, as she called Hitler, was a rather severe master of 
the household. Her mother often cried when he rushed around 
shouting for his dinner and eating most of the meal prepared 
so that the others had hardly enough. He often had terrible 
rows with her brother, Leo, whom he would slap and once 
even beat with his whip. 


But he was different with Geli. When he 


came home late at night, he would come to her bedside and 
wake her up. He would look at her for a long time, and then 
say, “Now you may sleep again, little Geli.” Later he became 
more nervous, had those fits of his. But when he started to 
break china and Geli began to cry, he would stop, take her on 
his knees, and dry her tears. She was too young to miss him 
when he went to prison, and when he came back he was too 
busy to pay much attention to her. 


She had grown up in the meantime. She was a very good- 
looking young girl now, very much the blonde, blue-eyed 
Gretchen type, shy and sweet. But she had definite ideas about 
her future. She wanted to become an opera singer. Her mother 
didn’t have money for expensive lessons. But when Hitler 
heard about it, he at once declared himself willing to pay for 
her studies. He evidently thought of them as a mere 
amusement for her. Otherwise he would hardly have made the 
offer that led later to a tragedy. 


The family now lived most of the year in Berchtesgaden, 
where Hitler had rented a house. The son of the owner of a 
nearby estate fell madly in love with Geli, and she was quite 
taken with him. There were walks in the moonlight, and most 
probably a few kisses. For some time “Uncle Alf’ didn’t seem 
to realize what was going on. Then, one evening when Geli 


came home from a party, he was waiting up for her. He was 
furious. He absolutely forbade her ever to see the young man 
again. His voice grew louder and louder, and suddenly there 
was a whip in his hand. 


A few minutes later he was a changed man. He put his arms 
around the sobbing girl, begged her to forgive him. And then 
he kissed her. He kissed her face, her neck, her eyes, her arms. 
And then he rushed out of the house. 


Next morning he left for Berlin. When he came back a week 
later he would hardly speak to Geli. She lay awake nights, 


crying. 
One night he came into her room. She stretched out her arms 


toward him—and saw the whip. For a long time he just looked 
at her. Then he said. “You must sleep now, little Geli.” 


From then on they were inseparable. He took her to Berlin, 
and when he was in Munich she had to come to the apartment 
in the Prinzregentenstrasse. 


Even in those days Adolf Hitler was mad about the movies—a 
passion which in later years was to be a decisive influence in 
his love life. Whenever he was free of Party duties, he would 
go to the movies. Geli didn’t like them. They hurt her eyes and 
gave her headaches. Furthermore, since she thought of herself 
as a future opera singer, she felt a certain contempt for the 
movies. But Hitler had to go to them, and he had to have her 
sit next to him. So she went. 


He didn’t want her out of his sight because he didn’t want her 
with anybody else. When he told her so, his voice became 
threatening. She was afraid of him—and he seemed to enjoy it. 
And still she loved him. 


She had no more time for her music lessons. Worse still, Hitler 
was jealous of her music. She saw nobody but her mother and 
Hitler. She was like a captive. She was his slave. She would 
endure the most horrible pain and still smile because she loved 
him. 


Intimate friends guessed the relationship between niece and 
uncle. Others knew. A Party member named Emil Maurice 


blackmailed the Filhrer for 20,000 marks—the price for 
keeping his mouth shut. But to the great majority nothing 
leaked out. At least, not until the tragic end. 


There were other women besides Geli. The 


young Hitler was hardly a lady-killer. He was undernourished 
and skinny; his little mustache looked even funnier than it 
does now; his clothes were ill-fitting. Anyhow, his ruling 
interest was politics. But soon he realized that some women 
were helping the Party, and thereby helping him. Through his 
friend Dietrich Eckart he met society women—in Berlin as 
well as in Munich —who, mostly for romantic reasons, were 
willing to part with considerable sums for the sake of the 
needy young Party. After he was released from prison in 1925 
he said repeatedly to friends that, but for the women, the Party 
would never have survived those lean years. 


There was, in those Munich days, one woman whom Hitler 
failed to get—at least, then. Eva Helen Braun was born in 
1909, the daughter of a schoolteacher in Munich. The family 
lost almost everything in the war and in the inflation. Evi, as 
her friends called her, grew up to be a pretty girl of medium 
height, with ash-blonde hair. She wanted to study art, but had 
to take a job with a Munich photographer, Heinrich Hoffmann, 
a friend of her father. Hoffmann was the man who then and 
later on took almost all the portrait photographs there are of 
Hitler. It was through him that Evi met the Fiihrer. 


She was always gay, always ready to have a good time. She 
had a good voice and could sing Bavarian songs. She went to 
Hitler meetings with Hoffmann, but she told friends that she 
thought they were boring. 


Nevertheless, she liked Hitler. And Hitler did more than just 
like her. He could forget all his troubles while he was with her. 
The friendship went on for a few years, and then she thought 
he should marry her. So, incidentally, did her family. 


Then there was an excursion into the outskirts of Munich. 
While they were alone in the woods, something happened— 
exactly what, probably nobody but Hitler himself and Evi 


knows. But when they returned, she refused to see him, to talk 
to him on the telephone, or to answer his letters. 


She thought it was all over. She had seen the abyss and she 
had run away. But, as time proved, she had not run far 
enough... . 


Geli could not run away. That is why Geli did not survive. Her 
death in September, 1931, has been the outstanding mystery of 
Hitler’s life. Some of those who knew Hitler intimately say he 
killed her. Even his most painstaking biographer, Konrad 
Heiden, who, when he first wrote about Hitler, believed she 
had committed suicide, later stated that he believed so no 
longer. Others said that Geli was assassinated by associates of 
Hitler who feared she might ruin his career. 


Our version is based on the revelations of Geli’s mother, 
Hitler’s sister Angela, to one of her closest friends. Here is her 


Story. 


In September, 1931, Hitler had come to Berchtesgaden for a 
few days’ rest. On the second day of his stay, Gbring 
telephoned and asked him to come to Munich immediately. He 
took Angela and Geli with him to the apartment in the 
Prinzregentenstrasse. During supper, Geli nerved herself to tell 
Uncle Alf something she had wanted to tell him for months. 
She had decided that she must break loose from him. She 
would always love him, but things could not continue as they 
were. She had to think of her future. 


“T’m leaving Germany,” she said. “I’m going to Vienna. I’m 
going to take music lessons there.” 


Hitler held his knife and fork poised in the air. Then he went 
on eating. Geli began to cry. 


Perhaps her sobbing broke some bond that had restrained him. 
He pushed his chair back and shouted, “So you are leaving! 
You tell me just like that! How long since this was decided? 
Why didn’t I know about it?” 


When she didn’t answer, he sprang to his feet, gripped her 
shoulders until she uttered a little cry of pain. Suddenly he 


rushed from the room, to come back with his whip. Angela 
sprang between them and took the 


whip away. Hitler sat down mechanically and started to eat 
again. 


After supper Angela took the train back to Berchtesgaden. 
Later she said she shouldn’t have. At the time perhaps she 
thought Geli would be able to calm him, as so often before. 


What happened then, Angela learned from the cook weeks 
later. According to this old woman, it was quiet for a while. 
Then Hitler began to bluster and shout again. The cook heard a 
door slam. Then she heard chairs falling and the swish of a 
whip. When Geli began to scream, the cook screamed too. 


It was probably only a few minutes before she gathered 
enough courage to go in. The living room was empty. From 
Geli’s room came low moans. “Fraulein Grete, Fraulein 
Grete!” the cook cried, trying the door. 


After a while Geli whimpered, “He’s locked me in.” 


The cook found a key. Geli was lying on her bed. “Thank 
you,” she murmured, smiling weakly, when the cook brought 
her a drink of water. 


The sound of the shot came at half past eleven. The cook ran 
into the living room. There she found Geli crouching beside 
the big leather armchair, her left hand clutching her dress 
above her heart. As the cook fell to her knees beside the girl, 
Geli’s right hand slowly released the gun. Then her hand came 
up to her mouth as through commanding silence. 


The cook remembered that Hitler had often impressed on her 
that if anything should happen in his apartment, she was not to 
call the police. He had given her a telephone number. She went 
hurriedly to the telephone. 


Ten minutes later two cars arrived and seven men came in. 
One of them, a doctor, made a hasty examination, and then 
Geli was carried to her room. The cook was ordered to keep 
quiet. She implored one of the men to telephone to Geli’s 
mother. When Angela asked anxiously why she should come 
at once, the man who had telephoned her hung up. 


Angela arrived at 3 A.M. She found not only the seven men 
but Hitler and Gbring. Hitler, driving to Nuremberg, had been 
reached in Augsburg and had turned back. 


“I want to see my child, I want to see my child!” the unhappy 
mother screamed. They wouldn’t let her into Geli’s room. 
Then the door opened suddenly and Hitler stood in the 
doorway. He stared at Angela without seeing her. He was 
deathly pale and his eyes were red-rimmed. When he stepped 
back into the room, a guard prevented the mother from 
following. 


From time to time the door opened and the doctor came out, 
hurried into the kitchen, and returned. At five o’clock Hitler 
came out. His head was bowed. He let it sink upon GOring’s 
shoulder and he began to groan, “She’s dead ... dead ... dead.” 


Gbring beckoned. The doctor led Hitler to his bedroom. Then 
Gbring straightened up. 


“Where’s the gun?” 

They handed it to him. 

“Does anyone know where she got it?” 

One of the men said, “It’s the FOhrer’s service revolver.” 


There was a silence. Then Angela spoke: “Impossible. Adolf’s 
revolver is always locked in his desk. He’s the only one who 
has the key.” 


All the men stared at her. GOring bit his lips. “You are deeply 
affected, Frau Raubal. You don’t mean quite what you’re 
saying. You must never say that to anyone else. Never.” 


“But it’s so,” she insisted. “He’s the only one who could have 
taken it out of—” There she broke off, having suddenly 
realized the full significance of what she was saying. 


Gbring whispered, “Never to anyone else. Understand? 
Otherwise we’ll have to send you to a sanatorium.” 


There was no police investigation. Everything was hushed up. 
Geli was buried in Vienna, in the Zentralfriedhof. Only two 

weeks later Hitler, who was then not allowed to enter Austria, 
was able to get a permit for a twenty-four-hour visit. He came 


to her grave late at night. He put a bunch of flowers down. 
Then he stood there for a long time. 


Two Austrian plainclothesmen did not take their eyes off him. 


Hitler mourned Geli deeply, and a short time after her death 
suddenly announced that he would sanctify his sorrow by 
never again eating meat. From then on, though he did eat fish 
and liver dumplings, he called himself a vegetarian. 


Pauline Kohler was one of Hitler’s maids. Her account of her 
life at Berchtesgaden, which ran serially in Liberty, offered the 
world an early glimpse of the Ftlhrer’s lifestyle. It appeared in 
1940, when Hitler was still firmly in power. 


Strangely, Frau Kohler had come to her job after she had been 
arrested with her husband and confined in the dreaded Dachau 
concentration camp. She describes that experience elsewhere 
in these pages. [July, 1940] 


SERVANT AT 
BERCHTESGADEN 


BV PAULINE KOHLER 


In 1934, I went to work for a high official of the Gestapo. His 
villa was used as a sort of G. H. Q. by the local Gestapo. His 
lieutenants were often closeted with him in his study until the 
early hours of the morning. I was warned by my mistress 
never to go near the study at such times. She herself usually 
went out. 


When I had been there three years, Herr Kastner summoned 
me one day to his study. Without a word of explanation he 
said, “You will have to leave at the end of the week, Pauline. 
We are getting another servant.” 


And then he told me, to my utter amazement, that there was a 
vacancy on Hitler’s household staff. I could not imagine why 
they had considered me as a candidate, but I believe it was 
because I had almost no friends and certainly no relatives with 
whom I was in contact in Germany. Also, as I found later, my 
appearance had a great deal to do with it. Hitler can not bear 
ugly or even plain women in his household. Even the humblest 
kitchenmaid at Berchtesgaden must be pretty. 


Kastner said: “I am going to recommend you because I believe 
you have had your lesson in what happens to enemies of the 
Reich and are now a good German citizen and willing to 
become a good Nazi Party member. You will, of course, have 
to join the party.” 


I was half terrified and half elated. I knew that such a post 
would place me among circles who could surely secure the 
release of my husband if they wished. 


Next day two officers of the Gestapo drove me to the 
Augsburg police headquarters, and after a wait of an hour I 
was ushered into the 


office of Heinrich Himmler, most dreaded citizen of the Third 
Reich. 


He concentrated on examining a dossier about me, then looked 
me over carefully from head to foot. The few questions he put 
to me seemed to be rather for the purpose of finding out how I 
spoke than of getting any information out of me. At length he 
seemed satisfied. He signed a document and rang a bell. An 
official was in the room in an instant. To this man Himmler 
gave the document and an order. Then I was turned over to 
two women, who inspected my clothes. 


Dressmakers were summoned and I was measured for a 
complete new outfit. Every garment was of the finest black 
silk. On the left breast of each uniform (there were three of 
them) was an embroidered swastika. I was told that all my 
other belongings were to be taken away, except a few trinkets 
and other personal possessions. I was also told to remove my 
wedding ring, though I was allowed to keep it. Apparently the 
symbol of marriage to any man was incompatible with service 
to the Filhrer. 


When the last formality had been gone through, I was put into 
a car with three Gestapo men. We set out at once for 
Berchtesgaden. 


At the Berghof, or mountain home, where Hitler lived at 
Berchtesgaden in the Bavarian Alps, I was taken to the 
servants’ quarters and handed over to Otto Schlieben, the head 
of Hitler’s household staff (Paula, the FUhrer’s sister, who is 
officially housekeeper, is really not in control of the servants). 


Schlieben told me that I was to be a housemaid and that my 
pay would be one hundred marks a week (about seventeen 
dollars). He gave me a short lecture on behavior and told me 
that I would not be allowed to communicate with anyone in 
the outside world while I was at Berchtesgaden and that death 
was the inevitable penalty for indiscretion. 


Then he summoned another maid and ordered her to show me 
to my room in the topmost story. It was furnished with a small 
bed, a wardrobe, a chair (hard), a simple dressing table. There 


was also a small table on which was a typewritten booklet that 
bore on the cover the one word: RULES. 


I was never to discuss, even with my fellow workers, whatever 
I might see in Berchtesgaden. I must not discuss politics. I 
must not approach any part of the building to which I had not 
been expressly ordered. I must write no letters, must keep no 
diary or record of my life. I must never fail to report to 
Schlieben after three hours by myself, except at night. I must 
be in bed, with lights out, at 9:30 P.M., unless my duties kept 
me up later. I must never whistle (this, I found is because the 
Ftlhrer hates whistling). I must never go into the gardens 
except on duty or in the company of at least four other 
employees during regulation exercise hours. I must on no 
account address the Ftlhrer unless he spoke first to me. This 
was heavily underlined. And whenever I saw the Ftlhrer I was 
to lower my head but, strangely enough, not to give the Nazi 
salute or say “Heil, Hitler” when he might address me. 


The girl who had shown me to my room came back in a few 
minutes. In the kitchen, a colossal room, I was given the best 
meal I have ever had in Germany. A storm trooper named Erik 
Keitner was deputed to show me every room in 
Berchtesgaden. Once he had done so, I would be expected to 
know my way about without asking further questions. 


I had read in the German newspapers that Hitler lived a 
simple, unostentatious life. In a few minutes I realized how the 
trusting German people were being misled. 


Keitner was quite cynical about it. As he showed me the main 
dining room he smiled and said, “You see, of course, how the 
Ftlhrer appreciates comfort. Only the best is good enough for 
him.” This particular room is sixty feet long by forty feet wide. 
A massive oak table runs down the center. A soft glow comes 
from cunningly concealed lighting. Four etchings by Dtlrer 
hang on the walls. A vast Persian carpet covers the floor. Later 
on it was part of my duty, together with another girl, to lay the 
table. When the dinner was an informal one the service was of 
magnificent Dresden china, but when important guests were 
present they ate off solid silver—most of it plate from the 


Jewish merchants of Nuremberg, stolen from them by 
Himmler’s agents. 


The room in which Hitler receives his guests overlooks the 
Austrian Alps. This room houses his aviary of rare birds. One 
day I counted them. There were seventy-eight— all chattering 
and screaming at the same time. He always fed them himself. 
The death of one of them brought tears to his eyes. Its little 
corpse was buried in a small plot of ground with a tiny 
headstone of bronze placed on the grave. 


Berchtesgaden has fourteen bedrooms for guests. Each 
bedroom has a private bathroom. The marble of Hitler’s own 
bath comes from Italy. It was a present from Mussolini. 


Every bedroom has a signed copy of Mein Kampf, together 
with pornographic French books imported from Paris. And 
every room has a portrait of Hitler over the bed. 


The kitchens at Berchtesgaden are magnificent. All cooking is 
done by electricity. A former head chef of the Adlon Hotel in 
Berlin is in charge, with four younger men under him. He 
himself cooks only for Hitler. A Gestapo man is present night 
and day to ensure that no poison is introduced into the food. 


Many walls are covered with rare Gobelin tapestries. 

“ Actually they are priceless,” declared Keitner, “but if they 
were offered for sale in America they would fetch several 
million dollars.” 


“But how can the Filhrer afford them?” I gasped. 


“Well, there are ways and means,” smiled Keitner. “The 
Filhrer can, for example, request a museum to ‘loan’ him a 
tapestry, or he can suggest to a wealthy industrialist that it 
would be wise of him to send him a present. Then, some of 
them were just stolen from one of the ex-Kaiser’s many 
castles.” 


There are five rooms in Berchtesgaden which have never been 
photographed. I saw them once and once only. They are called 
the Chambers of the Stars. They form a kind of penthouse on 
the roof. Only two people can enter them at any time—Hitler 
himself and his astrologer, one Karl Ossietz. 


In the main room of this suite the ceiling is made of dark blue 
glass on which, by pressing a switch, the movements of the 
planets and constellations are shown. The best optical workers 
in Jena worked on this room for over a year before Hitler was 
satisfied with it. Designs of the zodiac form the patterns on the 
walls. In another of these rooms the only illumination comes 
from a brazier which burns night and day. Hitler often spends 
hours alone there, gazing into its angry glow or staring into a 
huge crystal globe. 


In Germany no mention of Ossietz is allowed to be made, yet 
he is perhaps the most important man in the Third Reich 
outside Hitler himself. He just arrived at Berchtesgaden one 
day and has remained there ever since. He is the Rasputin of 
Nazi Germany. 


Shortly after my arrival the Filhrer spent three days and nights 
in this suite alone with Ossietz. Gbring arrived from Berlin 
with urgent news—but even the fat field marshal could not 
speak to Hitler until he emerged. He consults the stars before 
embarking upon any major activity. He would sooner listen to 
the advice of Ossietz than to counsel from his General Staff. 


Every member of Hitler’s staff hates Ossietz. They are all 
jealous of his influence. Gbring, in particular, detests the man. 
He refused twice to stay in the same room with 


him. But Ossietz remains. Perhaps it is because he has told the 
Filhrer that he will still be ruling Germany when he himself 
dies, and he fixes the year of his death as 1962. 


Only a trusted friend of Hitler or one of the staff could even 
attempt to assassinate him within the walls of Berchtesgaden. 
The whole estate is ringed with three concentric circles of 
antiaircraft guns. Every approach is heavily mined. Every door 
into the house is fitted with an “electric eye” which, if any one 
tries to enter unobserved, immediately sounds an alarm and 
automatically locks every door. The door to Hitler’s private 
study is fitted with an “eye” which can detect if a visitor is 
carrying any steel or iron object—not that any visitor is likely 
to be, for nearly everyone who comes to Berchtesgaden is 
thoroughly searched before being allowed to meet Hitler. 


Hitler always works at an enormous desk. A battery of buttons 
decorates one corner. One button is a brilliant scarlet. Hitler 
has only to touch it to flood every room except the study with 
clouds of tear gas. And the instant it is touched an alarm bell 
sounds in a barracks which stands some five hundred yards 
away and a hundred picked Black Guards, armed with 
submachine guns and hand grenades, advance on the house. 


From Hitler’s private suite a lift drops three hundred feet 
through solid rock to six rooms forming a luxury flat, which is 
also the last word in air-raid shelters. It is fitted with its own 
water supply, air-purifying plant, and kitchen. One room is 
stocked with enough canned food to last four persons for three 
months. 


Hitler has a small private cinema seating twenty-five persons. 
He sees there films which the rest of Germany is not allowed 
to see. It has often been said that Hitler knows nothing of the 
atrocities perpetrated in the concentration camps. This is 
untrue. He knows everything about them. Films have been 
made of life at Dachau and Buchenwald and they have found 
an appreciative audience at Berchtesgaden. They have by no 
means 


been carefully censored films. Indescribable tortures have 
been flashed on the screen for Hitler’s enjoyment. 


Much of Hitler’s time is spent in the map room. He has a 
mania for maps. Each wall is lined with shallow drawers 
containing maps of every part of the world. He has survey 
maps of London which show individual houses. Over the 
fireplace is a gigantic bronze map of Germany and central 
Europe. The frontiers of the Third Reich are traced by a 
narrow line made of amber from the seashore of East Prussia. 
Hitler was fond of standing in front of it with a pointer in his 
hand, rather like a schoolmaster, and delivering lectures on the 
greatness of Germany and the way her frontiers must spread 
and spread and spread. 


One of the most important rooms in the house is the telephone 
switchboard. Three men are on duty there night and day. Next 
to the switchboard is the private post office. Here all incoming 
mail is sorted and every letter that 1s not from a very close 


friend is opened. Everyone who is allowed to write privately to 
Hitler has some sign that he writes on the back of the 
envelope. But what the sign is I never found out. I foolishly 
asked about it and was told to keep a severe check on my 
curiosity. One or two people in Ber- chtesgaden believed, 
however, that no sign protected the contents of a letter from 
the attention of the Gestapo agents and that Hitler was as much 
spied upon as the smallest storm trooper. 


Parcels are opened in the barracks and the little presents which 
the Germans have sent their Ftlhrer are confiscated by his 
Black Guards. The first Christmas I was there over eleven 
thousand parcels arrived. 


There are two radio sets, both capable of receiving any station 
in the world. One is Hitler’s private set; the other is housed in 
a small radio room and connected with a hidden loudspeaker 
in every bedroom. 


A high-powered transmitting set also stands in the radio room. 
The wavelength on which it operates is secret, but in every big 
Nazi barracks there is a small set in the com 


mander’s office which is kept “alive” and tuned in to this 
wavelength at all hours. When he wishes, Hitler can command 
his men throughout Germany without a second’s delay. And 
here is something which only about four men in Germany are 
supposed to know. It was revealed to me—how or by whom I 
am not free to say: 


Whenever Hitler decides to make a public appearance, he 
makes a phonograph record. This record proclaims martial law 
throughout Germany, refers to a sudden attack launched upon 
the security of the Reich by foreign elements, and makes a 
frenzied appeal for loyalty to the Ftlhrer. Himmler has 
persuaded Hitler to make these records. Each one is slightly 
different, for each one must sound up to date. This record 
would be played if Hitler were assassinated. It would first be 
transmitted to the Nazi barracks and then rushed to Munich 
and transmitted over the ordinary radio. Its purpose would be 
to conceal the fact of Hitler’s death from the world for as long 
as possible and make certain that the country was prepared to 
meet any internal revolt if the news did leak out. 


We went down into the cellars under the house. They form a 
large clean suite of rooms—but they are without windows. 
Bare electric lamps cast a yellow glare from overhead. The 
first room was empty except for a vaulting horse such as you 
can see in any gymnasium. The second room was fitted up like 
a sparsely furnished office. The third was really nothing more 
than a corridor running past four cells, whose doors were of 
iron bars. 


I must have looked horrified—and puzzled —for Keitner 
began to explain. 


“The cells are empty just now, but we’ll soon have them filled. 
They often serve as temporary homes for the girls of the 
household staff who misbehave. Sometimes girls from the 
neighboring villages are brought here for questioning if we 
have any reason to suspect their racial purity or their loyalty to 
the Ftlhrer. We find we can examine them so much more 
efficiently than 


the local officials. After a few hours down here they talk very 
freely.” 


Five weeks after I arrived at Berchtesgaden I had to take food 
to the prisoners in these cells. There were three of them, all 
girls around twenty. One was almost naked, lying cowering in 
a corner. Great angry blood-red weals marred the whiteness of 
her back. She shuddered as I spoke to her. 


“No! No!” she screamed. “Leave me alone! Leave me alone! I 
can’t stand any more!” 


I was alone in the cell section. I said in an urgent whisper, 
‘Tm a friend. Can I help you?” 


It was several minutes before she rose to her feet and 
staggered to the bars of the door. Then, in a rush of whispered 
words, she told me her story. 


She lived in Munich and had come to stay for a short holiday 
with friends at Mtihldorf, a few miles from Berchtesgaden. A 
young storm trooper made her acquaintance. Soon he was 
making violent love to her. She became frightened and refused 
to see or speak to him. He was a mechanic in the garages of 


Berchtesgaden, and on his return he told his fellow troopers 
about her. They got together and decided she might have 
committed some offense which it was their duty to reveal to 
the authorities. 


So one night they descended upon Mtihldorf and brought her 
back to Berchtesgaden. When I saw her she had been there for 
four days and nights. She had been stripped and strapped down 
across the vaulting horse and flogged with a riding whip. Next 
day she was gone. I never found out what happened to her. 


I made several visits to these cellars. One of them was to 
witness the “disciplining” of one of my fellow maids. Fraulein 
Oberstet, a housekeeper, accused her of insolence and sent her 
to her room. An hour later we, the maids, were told to go 
down to the cellars. Fraulein Oberstet followed us. No men 
were present. A few moments later the erring maid came in. 


The Fraulein said that she had called us together to see the 
punishment she meant to administer to any girl who was 
insolent or insubordinate. She ordered four of us to fasten the 
girl to the vaulting horse and partially strip her. We obeyed. 
There was nothing else we could do. The Fraulein did the 
flogging. 


The millions of Germans who have spent ten pfennigs on a 
picture post card of Berchtesgaden have not the faintest idea of 
the horrors that are enacted behind its white-and- brown walls 
—horrors only exceeded by those within the barbed wire of 
the concentration camps. 


Berchtesgaden is Hitler’s real home. But he has another retreat 
which few visitors see. I entered it only once. It is within view 
of Berchtesgaden—a building of steel and glass on the summit 
of six-thousand-foot Mount Kehlstein. It is called the Eagle’s 
Nest. Hitler ascends to it in an elevator whose shaft has been 
quarried out of the heart of the mountain. Of its two rooms, 
one is a small kitchen, the other an enormous sitting room with 
walls of glass. The furniture is simple—a desk, two or three 
divans, and a large telescope. It is to this room that Hitler goes 
to brood. No telephone connects him with the outside world. I 
believe only two foreigners have ever visited this hide-out— 
Unity Mit- ford and Count Ciano, Mussolini’s son-in- law. 


The Ftihrer is a vegetarian, but he is finicky to the point of 
obsession about what he eats and how it is served. Every 
morsel must be of the best, and woe betide Otto Schlieben if it 
is not cooked to perfection. Four chefs are employed in the 
kitchens. Every one came from a different famous Berlin 
restaurant. They are under the supervision of the only 
foreigner serving in Berchtesgaden. This man is Rudi Vanyor, 
a Hungarian. He got his job because he is the greatest 
authority on vegetarian food in Europe. He is now a German 
citizen and is paid a fabulous salary. 


The Ftihrer is a late riser and he never breakfasts before ten 
o’clock. Often it is eleven. He takes a simple meal, usually a 
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glass of orange juice followed by a few slices of rye bread and 
butter. He loves butter and usually gets through half a pound a 
day. Local farmers send supplies to the kitchens daily. 


Lunch is Hitler’s favorite meal. It begins invariably with 
vegetable soup, of which he manages to down an incredible 
quantity. Then comes fish, for Hitler is not a true vegetarian 
but merely a nonmeat eater. He had a passion for trout served 
with a special butter sauce. Saute potatoes usually accompany 
the fish. 


Then a great bowl of assorted nuts comes to the table and the 
Fuhrer simply stuffs himself with these. 


He never touches wines or spirits, but he does have an 
occasional glass of “near beer,” which is much weaker even 
than light lager. Its chief resemblance to real beer is its color. 


He loves coffee, very black and very sweet. Sixteen cups a 
day, and they are big ones, make up his usual ration. 


Dinner is rarely a meal of fewer than six courses, which are 
enjoyed only by the guests of the day. Hitler, more often than 
not, takes only a small salad, potatoes, and a sweet—of which 
he is very fond. Long before he came to real power, he used to 
visit the Kaiserhof or Adlon Hotel in Berlin every afternoon 
and munch his way through a large plate of cream buns. These 


are his favorite sweet and they are on the menu at least four 
days a week. 


Guests at dinner are permitted to drink wine provided it comes 
from German vineyards. This proviso has always irked 
GOring, who prides himself on a fine cellar stocked with 
French and Italian wines at his own home. 


Smoking, of course, is absolutely taboo in Hitler’s presence or 
even in any room he might enter. He loathes the smell of 
tobacco. As normal men smoke, he eats sweets— pounds of 
them a week. He is childishly fond of toffee and chocolate. I 
once heard him declare to Goebbels: “They give me energy for 
my great tasks, Joseph.” 


He is the worst dressed man in the land. 


Yet he has a private tailor, one Andergruss. His clothes are 
always ill-fitting because he will not submit to being properly 
measured or fitted. For a supreme ruler, he must have the 
world’s smallest wardrobe. It consists of a few uniforms, five 
ordinary lounge suits, and two suits of evening dress. And 
even these are the despair of his valet. He regards interest in 
clothes as a weakness in men, and he never ceases taxing 
GOring with vanity because of his collection of uniforms. 


The simple uniform of the storm trooper—brown shirt, 
breeches, knee-high boots—is the one uniform in which he 
himself feels at home. 


Insomnia is his abiding curse. Not only does he rarely get up 
before 10 a.m. but only when dinner is over at half past eight 
does he really settle down at his desk. 


First he studies a summary of news from the world’s press, 
prepared by a dozen linguistic experts. It is not true, as I have 
seen stated in foreign newspapers, that Hitler’s advisers, such 
as Ribbentrop and Goebbels, censor these news digests to keep 
from the Fiihrer news they don’t want him to know about. But 
the press secretaries exercise a kind of censorship of their own 
—not for political reasons but on grounds of prudence. Hitler 
cannot bear humor at his own expense. Cartoons in English 
and American papers send him into violent rages. The English 
cartoonist Low especially enrages the Fiihrer. 


When he has assimiliated the news, he rings for his ordinary 
secretaries, who work in shifts, and begins to dictate. He does 
this at top speed and shouts as though he were addressing a 
public meeting. His phrasing and grammar are appallingly bad 
and they have to be carefully edited before they appear on 
paper. 

Hitler, by the way, is full of contempt for the freedom of 
opinion enjoyed by newspapers in other countries. “The 
governments of these countries are spineless,” I have heard 
him say. “The press exists to do as it is told, not to tell 
governments what to do. To preserve a free press is as sensible 
as 


preserving an ulcer. That is what a free press is—an ulcer, an 
abscess on the body of the State.” 


After dictating, Hitler talks to his political and military 
advisers. He will not endure a word of criticism. Gdring has 
come as near to that as any one in Germany dares. But even he 
has to tread warily. 


I was once serving coffee in the Ftihrer’s study when Goring 
went up to the desk, and declared, “You cannot do it. The 
whole idea is stupid.” 


Hitler instantly rose to his feet. 


“What!” he shouted. “You dare to tell your Leader what he can 
and cannot do? You dare to say my ideas are stupid? No one 
can advise me! I am supreme throughout the Reich! I, Adolf 
Hitler, rule this country! And what I say is law. Remember 
that, Hermann.” 


His voice had risen to a hysterical shriek before he finished, 
and when he sank back into his chair even Gdring was a little 
shaken. 


Hitler was silent for a few seconds, then he motioned to me to 
serve the coffee. I had been stock-still by the door during his 
tirade, not daring to move. 


As he sipped, the Ftihrer went on talking in a normal voice to 
Gbring as though nothing had happened. But with people 
lower in the hierarchy than Gbring, such a fury of his would 


last much longer. Often it would end with severe penalties, 
such as reduction in rank. 


Hitler’s after-dinner talks last far into the early hours of the 
morning. Often, when he has at last gone to bed and has found 
that sleep eluded him, he will get up, return to his study, and 
have one of his guests roused to talk with him. Goebbels is 
nearly always unlucky in this respect when he is at Berchtes- 
gaden. He is dragged from bed to listen to vast propaganda 
schemes the Ftihrer has devised in the small hours. Goebbels 
has to sit there until dawn breaks over the Bavarian Alps. The 
kitchen, too, must be ever on the alert for orders to produce 
snacks or black coffee. 


Hitler’s favorite reading, apart from German history, is any 
book about the building of the British Empire. Clive, Wolfe, 
Drake, and men like these seem to be his heroes. He is 
Britain’s greatest admirer though he displays such contempt 
for her in public. 


Experts from all over the world have been called in to cure the 
Ftihrer’s insomnia, but none has succeeded. He will not submit 
to any kind of drugs. When the real doctors were baffled he 
turned, childlike, to the quacks. Whenever an item about a 
cure for insomnia appears in a newspaper, the professed 
magician is summoned to Germany, no matter whether he 
lives in India or China, and paid an enormous fee to try his 
skill on Hitler. Perhaps the most fantastic cure he tried was 
undertaken at the suggestion of a Swiss psychologist. 


A cinema screen was fitted to the ceiling of his bedroom, and 
from a concealed projector the colored moving picture of a 
waterfall was thrown on to it. The Ftihrer was told to make his 
mind a blank and to gaze steadily at the falling water. He tried 
this for nearly a fortnight before the cure was abandoned as 
hopeless. 


Hitler takes extraordinary precautions to protect himself from 
enemies. He lives in terror of being poisoned. Samples of all 
his food are taken by a staff of analytical chemists and 
carefully examined hours before the food is served. Hitler does 
not believe in having a food taster, for he fears that a very slow 


poison might be used on him. After the chemists’ examination, 
only the four chefs are allowed to touch the food. 


Another precaution Hitler takes is the wearing of a bulletproof 
vest. He puts this on whenever he leaves the house. It is made 
of leather and a special light steel alloy. There are whispers 
that twice already it has saved his life, but I do not know 
whether this is true. 


In his relations with the domestic staff, he is a curious mixture. 
Sometimes he appears to be unaware of you in his presence in 
a manner 





Frau Emmy Gdying, Hitler, Goebbels and Goring enjoy a 
musical evening. 


The author, Pauline Kohler, who as a housemaid at 
Berchtesgaden was privy to the Fiihrer’s personal 
idiosyncrasies. 


Hitler and touched up by makeup experts, it is impossible to 
tell them from the Fiihrer at twenty yards’ distance. Only one 
of them, however, has a voice like Hitler’s. This man has been 
trained to make short speeches in the Filhrer’s stead on 
unimportant occasions. 


One of the doubles is always at Ber- chtesgaden, another at 
Munich and the third in Berlin, ready to proceed to any part of 
Germany or Austria at a moment’s notice. 


The chief task of the doubles is to stand in for the Fiihrer for 
street processions, military reviews, or similar occasions 


which call for no speechmaking but on which the danger of 
assassination 1s ever present. 


In service at Berchtesgaden, the three doubles take turns. They 
are known by various nicknames at the Berghof, usually as 
“One,” “Two,” and “Three,” sometimes as “Little Willi,” “Old 
Bismarck,” and “Putzi.” 


They live in the SS quarters and have no rank or authority. 
Nearly everyone treats them with a kind of amused contempt. 
Only one of them, Putzi, has ever been attacked in mistake for 
his master. 


He was shot in the shoulder at a review of Brown Shirts in the 
Maximilianstrasse at Munich. The bullet was fired from the 
direction of the National Theater from a gun fitted with a 
silencer, and no one but Himmler and Gdring, who were in the 
car with Putzi, knew that such an attempt had been made. 
Putzi was not badly hurt and he went through the ceremony 
without flinching. The gunman was never caught. The story 
was never revealed to the world. Putzi was taken back to 
Hitler’s flat in Munich and doctored, then given a bonus of 
5,000 marks and a holiday. 


Once a double was sent to Frankfort when Hitler himself was 
visiting his Gauleiter for Bavaria. This was due to a mistake 
by the Gestapo men at Berchtesgaden and to the fact that 
Hitler had made a sudden change of plans. The result was that 
early editions of newspapers in Frankfort and Munich carried 
stories that the Ftlhrer had made public appearances at both 
places at the same time. All possible copies of the papers were 
recalled, 


but hundreds must have reached the public before the Gestapo 
realized what had happened. Three high Gestapo officials were 
severely punished. One of them was dismissed from the 
service. 


Life was pleasant enough at the Berghof. Most exciting and 
dramatic were the hours on the eve of the invasion of Austria. 
Later, some said that Hitler, in disguise as a common soldier, 
had insisted on being the first German to cross the Austrian 
frontier. I can well believe that story, for his native Austria was 


his greatest obsession. He used to spend hours at his telescope 
looking across the frontier. 


There were always visitors coming and going. I saw most of 
them. A frequent one was Hermann GOring, fat, red-faced, 
blueeyed gangster. He was always cracking jokes. Coarse and 
obscene as most of them were, it was still a relief to discover 
someone who had kept his sense of humor. Gdring drinks a 
tremendous amount—beer and hock chiefly, although he likes 
cognac too. Time and time again he has arrived for a 
conference with the Ftlhrer dead drunk and has had to be taken 
hurriedly away for medical treatment in an attempt to sober 
him up as quickly as possible. 


His appetite is enormous. He goes on eating long after 
everyone else has left the table. This amuses Hitler, who often 
says that “little Hermann must keep his strength up.” 


Gdring is sentimental. He has the brutality of the Prussian 
officer and can be completely ruthless. But I remember in 
particular the case of a boy of twenty who had been sent to a 
concentration camp for some remark against the regime. He 
was the only son of his widowed mother. He arrived in the 
camp a fortnight before Christmas. His mother wrote a 
pathetic letter to GOring, saying that this would be the first 
Christmas her son had spent away from home; that he was 
really a good boy but a little rash in his speech. 


Gdring insists on looking at all letters ad- 


dressed to him. He read this and at once phoned through to the 
camp commander ordering the lad’s immediate release. And 
for Christmas he sent an enormous goose and three bottles of 
cognac to the widow, with a personal note: “Best wishes for 
Christmas. But tell your boy to think before he speaks next 
time.” 


Hitler hates being touched. He only shakes hands when a 
ceremonious occasion demands it. But GOring slaps him on 
the back—and I think Hitler likes it. For, in spite of their 
quarrels, he is very fond of GOring. Perhaps it is because 
GOring refuses to be bullied. 


I think there has only been one serious dispute between Hitler 
and GOring. It happened long before my time at 
Berchtesgaden. Rumors about GOring and an actress began to 
spread in Berlin and seep through to the provinces. The actress 
was Emmy Sonne- mann, a buxom blonde with a bad voice 
and a poor figure but known throughout Germany for her 
many and colorful love affairs. GOring bought her a little villa 
in Dahlem, a fashionable Berlin suburb, and spent many 
weekends there. 


About this time the Nazis were posing as puritans. Hitler heard 
about this affair and was furious. He ordered GOring to marry 
Emmy. Now, GOring is an aristocrat, and in his mind making 
love to an actress and marrying her were two entirely different 
things. But the Filhrer was insistent. So GOring, after many 
bitter protests, had to give way and duly married Emmy. Hitler 
was present at the ceremony and at the luncheon held 
afterward. 


GOring always gave lavish presents to his friends and 
servants. But I don’t think he has ever given anything to little 
Dr. Goebbels, the man he hates and despises. 


Once, in the early summer of 1938, they were both staying at 
Berchtesgaden. Toward the end of Goebbels’s stay I met him 
on the stairs. I stood deferentially pressed against the wall as 
he went past me, but I glanced at his face. It was set in an ugly 
scowl and a livid weal marked one cheek. Naturally, I was 


curious and started asking cautious questions of other 
members of the staff. From one of them I finally got the truth. 


GOring had just come from a drive. He was walking through 
the entrance hall when Goebbels appeared. Goebbels made 
some witty but malicious remark about GOring’s appearance, 
a remark which GOring would have laughed aside if it had 
come from anyone else. As it was, he pulled off one of his 
long, heavy leather gloves and slashed the little doctor across 
the face with it. Then he walked on. A guard on duty saw the 
whole incident. 


Naturally Hitler asked for some explanation of Goebbels’ 
marked face, and GOring told what had happened. 


“T can’t have this continual squabbling!” Hitler cried. “You 
behave like children.” 


GOring scowled and said nothing. He refused to apologize. So 
did Goebbels. Their hatred of each other was far too bitter for 
even Hitler to be able to quench it. 


Goebbels always treated the servants at Berchtesgaden with 
insolence and was continually complaining about their work. 
Fortunately no one took much notice of these complaints. 


Goebbels was behind every attack on religion that was 
launched during my stay at Berchtesgaden. And he infected 
Hitler with the same hatred of Christianity. 


In January, 1937, Goebbels, who is a good driver, took his car 
out on the roads east of Berlin. On his way back he passed 
through the village of Werneuchen without slackening speed. 
Just as he reached the outskirts, an elderly man stepped into 
the road. Goebbels made no attempt to swerve. He hit the man 
and sent him flying high in the air. He reached Berlin and then 
had one of his agents phone the village to find out whom he 
had killed. It was the village priest. 


“And that was the pleasantest afternoon’s driving I’ve ever 
done,” Goebbels always declares when he tells this story. 
Naturally no details of his exploit were allowed to appear in 
the German press. He hates Roman 


Catholics and was always urging Hitler to take severe steps 
against them. 


Hitler’s hatred of Jews is something pathological. Goebbels’s 
is only pretense. I know this because one of his friends is a 
former Jewish librarian of the Preussische Staatsbibliothek on 
Unter den Linden, and several times this man has been sent 
out of Germany to collect rare books for Goebbels’s library. 
Goebbels is the best educated of all the Nazis, and he has got 
together a sumptuous library of eighteenth-century literature. 
Hitler sometimes borrows books of him—a thing which 
Goebbels hates, for the Ftlhrer always reads with a big red 
pencil in his hand and scores scarlet lines alongside the 
passages of which he approves. 


Goebbels’s affairs with women are notorious throughout 
Germany. But the Ftihrer is very fond of Magda Goebbels, the 
little doctor’s wife. He once invited Goebbels and his wife to 
Berchtesgaden for two or three days. 


I saw Goebbels arrive, but out of the car there stepped—not 
his wife but a blonde with an exciting figure. She was a 
Viennese and a very minor film star. She wore a long sable 
coat that must have cost thousands of marks. She entered the 
house and was taken to a room adjoining that of Goebbels. 
Neither of them saw the Ftlhrer until dinner that evening. As 
they entered the dining room, Goebbels led her up to where 
Hitler was standing and introduced her. Hitler ignored her. 


“Where is Magda?” he snapped. 


“Ah, she asked to be excused,” explained Goebbels. “She said 
she was feeling too ill to make the journey.” 


Hitler at once went to his study and got on the phone to Berlin. 
He spoke to Magda, discovered that she was perfectly fit and 
had just been shelved in favor of the film star. He gave her a 
personal and pressing invitation to Berchtesgaden and told her 
a military plane would be waiting for her early next morning. 
That done, he went back to where Goebbels was shifting about 
uneasily and announced 


that the Viennese would find an excellent meal served in her 
room in a few minutes. 


I served that meal—to a pale-faced and very frightened young 
woman. “What have I done?” she cried. “He made me come. I 
knew there’d be trouble. And now I’m ruined.” Actually she 
was far from being ruined, for she remained Goebbels’s 
mistress for several months and acquired a fortune in jewelry. 


She left after breakfast next morning, and Magda arrived 
shortly afterward, to be greeted by an effusive Hitler and a 
sulky husband. 


Goebbels is a genius at propaganda. Time and time again 
when he has been at Berchtesgaden the line has been cleared 
to Berlin and he has picked up the phone and dictated a two- 
thousand-word article with hardly a pause for breath. The 


article has appeared next day in every German paper and 
confirmed the wavering faith of thousands of Hitler’s 
followers. Nothing is too small to escape Goebbels’s attention. 
He himself has read every schoolbook, to make certain that it 
is all Nazi propaganda. That is why, in spite of his 
unpopularity with every other big Nazi, Hitler still listens to 
him. 


We always spoke of “Heinrich and his little black bag,” 
because whenever Himmler arrived at Berchtesgaden he was 
never without a black leather briefcase. The case never left his 
side. When he traveled, it was attached to his wrist by a thin 
steel chain. 


His secretary told us that it contained reports on the latest 
activities of the Gestapo and plans for the future. Certainly he 
and Hitler spent long hours together going over its contents, 
and when he left, a new reign of terror would begin throughout 
Germany. 


Himmler’s health is bad. Everyone at Berchtesgaden declares 
that, although long ago pronounced cured, he still suffers from 
the effects of venereal disease contracted when he was twenty. 
It is this, they say, that accounts for his bad eyesight. The 
reports he has to read are typed for him on a machine whose 
letters are three-tenths of an inch high. 


He is rarely without a headache—for which he was taking 
drugs when I was seeing him. His voice is soft and gentle, 
with a slight lisp. He has a most elaborate traveling case, 
packed with mysterious, highly scented pomades, after- 
shaving lotions, a complete set of manicure equipment, and a 
vibratory- massage gadget with which the master of the 
Gestapo spends half an hour every morning trying to beautify 
his skin. 


He is extraordinarily superstitious. He believes three to be his 
lucky number, so does everything in threes. For example, he 
insists on three of his staff being present when he only wants 
to speak to one. He always eats three apples at once, must 
have three potatoes on his plate, and always gives three marks 
as a tip. 


Himmler is sane, although a monster of cold cruelty. But no 
one could imagine bald- headed, pot-bellied, bandy-legged 
Julius Streicher to be anything but a lunatic escaped from the 
nearest asylum. Yet Hitler refuses to hear a word against 
Streicher. I have often seen him at close quarters. Perhaps the 
most repulsive thing about him is his lips—full, fleshy, red, 
and always moist, for he drools as he speaks. His voice is like 
a parrot’s. He is, of course, editor of the Stuermer, a paper 
packed with anti-Jewish obscenity; and when he begins to 
speak about the Jews, he shouts louder than his Ftlhrer. Flecks 
of foam fly from his lips, sweat breaks out on his forehead, 
and his whole body trembles with rage. 


He is an epileptic. One evening at Berchtes- gaden I was 
coming along the corridor past his bedroom when I heard a 
terrible scream come from his door. I opened it and glanced in. 
The Jew-baiter was lying on the carpet, his body rigid, his eyes 
rolled up until I could only see their whites, and a trickle of 
blood running down his chin where he had bitten his tongue. I 
rang the bell, summoning his personal attendants. When they 
arrived | was hustled out of the room. Next morning they 
came to me and warned me to say nothing of 


what I had seen. I heard later that these fits occur fairly 
frequently, sometimes as often as once a week. 


In Nuremberg, the city he rules, he often goes to the jail and 
flogs a few prisoners until they scream for mercy. Then he 
tells the whole story of the flogging, with many details, to 
Hitler on his next visit to Berchtes- gaden. 


All the women servants at Berchtesgaden hated Streicher. He 
leered at them and they were lucky to escape with a pinch or 
two if he met them on the stairs or in any of the corridors. 


Streicher has considerable influence with Hitler, largely 
because he has an apparently inexhaustible supply of dirty 
stories and is forever telling them. These are one of the few 
things which amuse the Ftlhrer. 


Rudolf Hess was imprisoned with Hitler after the abortive 
Munich Putsch. During this imprisonment much of Mein 
Kampf was written, and Hess had far more to do with it than 


most people imagine. Many of the ideas in this “Bible of the 
Nazis” came from Hess. That is why every year, out of the 
enormous royalties he draws from the sale of the book, Hitler 
gives Hess a large check. 


Hess’s real name should be Yes. He has never been known to 
contradict Hitler. His invariable answer is: “Yes, mein Fiihrer.“ 
He must be too stupefied with drugs to be able to think for 
himself. He cannot live through a day without a dose of 
heroin, and he has to have an extra large dose every time he 
makes a speech. 


Von Papen rarely came to Berchtesgaden except to be stormed 
at by Hitler for some diplomatic blunder. The only reason he is 
still alive is that Hitler is still a snob at heart and von Papen is 
an aristocrat and one of the men who first introduced Hitler to 
a fashionable, moneyed society. 


A great admirer of von Papen was Miss Unity Mitford. She 
thought he was “so distinguished.” Her feeling for Hitler went 
beyond admiration. She worshipped him. She 


was a frequent visitor to Berchtesgaden, where her favorite 
occupation was taking snaps of Hitler with a camera he had 
given her. She was always an honored guest, but we could 
never discover whether it was because Hitler was genuinely 
fond of her or because he saw in her a way to get Nazi 
propaganda circulating through the ranks of English society. 


No foreigner is allowed to wear the swastika badge, but Hitler 
had a gold one specially designed for Miss Mitford, with the 
swastika on one side and an engraving of his signature on the 
other. 


I often acted as Miss Mitford’s personal maid at 
Berchtesgaden. She had lovely clothes. On her dressing table a 
signed photograph of Hitler always stood. She carried it 
around with her whenever she traveled. 


I once ventured to ask her if she was really fond of Germany. 
Her face lit up. 


“It is a marvelous country, led by the greatest genius in 
history,” she declared, “and Britain’s truest friend is Adolf 


Hitler. Together, the two countries would be invincible. I 
would sacrifice anything to bring about an alliance between 
them.” 


I asked her what she thought of the revolution in Germany’s 
social life since the Nazis came to power. 


“It is magnificient,” she said, without a moment’s hesitation. 
“All the riffraff have been imprisoned. Only clean-living men 
and women are allowed to live peacefully in Germany now. 
Hitler has been hard on the others. Sometimes I think he has 
not been hard enough.” 


Her eyes blazed with fanatical fervor as she said this. She 
paced up and down her bedroom. 


“I hate the little petty-minded critics who attack the Filhrer. 
What can they know of what goes on inside his mind? He is a 
man, a real man, superior to every other. One day every one in 
the world will recognize his greatness.” 


I have seen her drinking coffee with the 
Ftlhrer. She was like a woman in a trance when he spoke. 


Hitler is a bachelor. Dr. Goebbels says he will never marry 
because he has only one love in his life—Germany. Hitler may 
remain single, but to say that Germany is his only love is 
nonsense. Hitler is woman-crazy. He is discreet and his love 
affairs are not always the normal affairs of a healthy man. But 
he cannot exist without women. 


An Austrian medical psychologist visited Berchtesgaden. I 
know what he told a Munich doctor who afterward attended 
me. These were his words: “The Ftlhrer is a great man, but 
that is not to say that he is sane. I admire his work for 
Germany, but if I were speaking of him as a patient I should 
say he was an egomaniac with a split personality. One side of 
him is brutal. The other is weak and sentimental, and when it 
predominates he needs the company of women. They flatter 
his ego, reassure him about his virility, and bolster up his 
pride. That, I am certain, is the only reason why he has affairs 
with women—not because he is really in love with them but 
because he is so madly in love with himself.” 


He owes his present position to women. Women flocked to his 
meetings long before he was much more than a soapbox 
speaker. It was the woman’s vote which swept him to 
increasing victories at the polls. The wives of the great Ruhr 
financiers met him and were fascinated. Their husbands’ 
money soon afterward began to flow into the Nazi till. 


That is well known to every student of the Nazi movement. 
But what is not well known at all is the story of Hitler’s 
personal, intimate friendships with women. 


After Hitler came to power, Goebbels soon resolved that, if his 
Ftlhrer were to marry, it would be a woman whom he himself 
had chosen. In this way the little doctor sought to strengthen 
his position. 


Goebbels arranged Renate Milller’s first meeting with the 
Filhrer. He led up to it by praising the acting of this well- 
known actress and suggesting that some of her films be 


shown in the private cinema. Hitler was entranced and ordered 
Goebbels to invite her to spend a few days at Berchtesgaden. 


She arrived one Friday in time for dinner. When that was over, 
Hitler offered to show her round the house. They set off 
together, accompanied by Gbring, Goebbels and his wife, and 
one or two other guests. But after they arrived in the library, 
Renate found herself alone with Hitler. This is what happened 
—it would be unbelievable if Renate had not told her friends 
and I had not heard it from one of their maids: 


Hitler suddenly looked for a few moments at Renate, then 
stretched out his arm in the Nazi salute. “I can hold my arm 
like that for two solid hours,” he declared. “I never feel tired 
when my storm troopers and soldiers march past me and I 
stand at the salute. I never move. My arm is as if of granite. 
But Gdring can’t stand it. He has to drop his hand after half an 
hour of the salute. That means I am four times as strong as 
Gbring. He’s flabby. I am hard. I marvel at my own power.” 


And with that he turned and walked out of the room. 


That was Hitler’s first attempt at making love to Renate 
Muller. 


On the last night of her stay he invited her to see herself on the 
screen in his cinema. No one else was present, except the 
operator. Hitler ordered Renate’s latest film to be shown. Half 
way through it, his hand found hers. He said nothing. She was 
flattered. She did nothing to check his ardor, and so he 
indulged in an orgy of petting. 


Next morning Renate was flown back to Berlin in Hitler’s 
private plane. For several weeks he sent her flowers every day. 
There were other and more costly presents— diamonds and 
furs. Articles appeared throughout the Nazi press praising her 
as Germany’s greatest actress. Cinemas were ordered to show 
revivals of her earlier films. 


Renate acted in the theater as well as in the film studios, and 
so she had to stay in Berlin. Hitler left Berchtesgaden and for 
over two 


months we never saw him. We all knew why. He just could not 
stay away from Renate. She visited him at the Chancellery. 
Twice he went to her flat. The second time he left at four in the 
morning. 


She did not love him. She liked him, and the position he could 
offer her dazzled her. But a Jew made their marriage 
impossible. It is this which has intensified Hitler’s hatred of 
the Jews. I have heard him say that, not content with trying to 
ruin Germany, they had tried to destroy his personal happiness. 


“But they shall pay! But they shall pay!” he used to scream. 


It was not the Jew’s fault. He was the only son of a Jewish 
millionaire whose family had lived in Germany for the past 
two hundred years. Two years before Hitler came to power, the 
son inherited his father’s fortune. When Hitler became 
Chancellor this young Jew was not flung into a concentration 
camp. His business connections with foreigners were too 
valuable for that. He had to live quietly, but he was not 
molested. It was in the Tiergarten in Berlin that he met Renate 
Muller, riding a horse given her by Hitler. 


Renate thought anti-Semitism pernicious nonsense. It was not 
long before she and this young man were madly in love. There 
were secret meetings, long motor drives, dinners in country 


beer gardens. But always the shadow of persecution hung over 
them. Renate finally persuaded her lover to leave Germany. He 
crossed into Czechoslovakia—still free and independent—and 
went to Paris. 


Shortly afterward Renate went to Paris for a holiday. She 
dared not stay there. She knew that if she refused to return, her 
relatives within the Reich would end in a concentration camp. 
But together the two lovers spent a glorious month in Paris. 
Hitler was forgotten. They were seen everywhere together. So 
it was no wonder that the Gestapo heard of them. Its agents 
shadowed them with cameras. 


Himmler made a special trip to Berchtesgaden with this 
incriminating material. Hitler went white with fury as he read 
the dossier 


and glanced through the photographs. He gave orders that 
Renate Mtlller be brought to him the moment she crossed the 
frontier on her-return. 


I and two S. S. men were sent to Aachen to meet her. Her own 
maid was to be sent on to Berlin. I was given strict warning 
not to discuss the Fuhrer with her and to forget everything she 
might say to me. 


Renate was worried. She plied me with questions. I could have 
answered none of them even if I had dared. 


She was taken straight to her room on arrival at 
Berchtesgaden. It was not until eleven thirty in the evening 
that she was summoned into Hitler’s presence. She did not 
return until three in the morning—pale, tired, but no longer 
frightened. 


I made her coffee and she told me everything that had 
happened. “The Fuhrer was alone,” she said. “He sat at his 
desk as I walked across the room toward him. I smiled and 
hoped for the best. For nearly three minutes he never even 
looked at me. Then, with a violence that overthrew his chair, 
he sprang to his feet. 


“ ‘Slut! That’s how you spend your time! You’re wasted on the 
screen! You should be on the streets of Berlin—that’s your real 


place! Picking up men from the gutter!’ He screamed the 
words at me. 


“ “Yes, I know all about your Paris trip. But I’m not to be 
insulted like that. I am the Ftlhrer!’ 


“He paused, then picked up a mass of papers and a bundle of 
photographs and flung them in my face. 


“ ‘Look at those!’ he howled. I knelt and picked them up. I 
glanced at a photograph. It 


showed Herr R-walking along the Seine 


embankment with his arm in mine. I knew then that everything 
had been discovered. 


“I rose to my feet and looked into the mad staring eyes of 
Hitler. “Yes, you are right,’ I said. 


“He began to shout something, then suddenly burst into tears. 
He cried like a hysterical woman. 


“I laid my hand softly on his shoulder. ‘Adolf!’ I whispered, 
‘I’m sorry. I was wicked—criminally wicked, if you like. I lost 
my head. Forgive me. I can only ask that. I know I don’t 
deserve it.’ 


“And, Pauline, it worked! The first mad storm of his rage 

passed. He sobbed as if his heart was breaking. And then he 
forgave me. He put his hand in mine and looked at me. ‘You 
were foolish, but I cannot hate you for long,’ he said quietly. 


“And I knew I had won. Oh, yes, I’ve had 
to promise never to see Herr R-again. 
Which is, of course, a promise I have no intention of keeping.” 


And so the matter was patched up. For a month or two 
everything went on as before. Hitler was always in Renate’s 
company. 


Then she left Germany again, this time for 
Monte Carlo. And Herr R- was there. 


The Gestapo was still active. Renate reached Berlin before 
they could put the new material they had gathered into the 


hands of Himmler. What had happened at Monte Carlo one 
can only guess. It seems as if she had said a final good-bye to 
her lover and gone home, prepared to die, for on the night of 
her arrival in Berlin she went to her flat and, just before 
midnight, flung herself from her window to the pavement, 
three stories below. 


An ambulance rushed her to the hospital. There were 
operations, blood transfusions, but they were all no use. She 
recovered consciousness for only a few moments. 


The news of her death was flashed to Hitler at Berchtesgaden. 
For two days he behaved like a madman, screaming hideous 
threats against the Jews. He saw only that a Jew had won a 
woman whom he himself desired, and, in his twisted mind, 
this added fresh fuel to the flames of his anti-Semitism. 


His love for Renate Muller died with her. He soon had another 
friend—another film star. This one’s name was Jenny Jugo. 
She is a small brunette and very pretty. Her family are poor, 
but they are good Aryans. 


The German Freedom Station, broadcasting in 1937, 
interrupted its illegal 


program with this statement: “Frau Magda Goebbels. Do you 
want to know where your husband spends so much of his 
time? Well, it’s easy to find out. Ask young Jenny Jugo. She 
should know.” 


The station was right. When Hitler heard of it, he called 
Goebbels to account. Goebbels replied by introducing her to 
the Ftlhrer, and from that moment she ceased to be Goeb- 
bels’s mistress, becoming Hitler’s instead. It is true that Hitler 
is not strongly sexed, and his fondness for women is often 
only platonic. But I once heard him say to Gbring. “I know 
what women are for just as well as you do, Hermann.” 


Jenny Jugo was his mistress for several months. The presents I 
know he gave her were a diamond bracelet, a mink coat, the 
Schlangenbad villa, two motorcars, three horses, and a four- 
seater cabin plane. The total value of these was about $90,000 
—easily the most he has ever spent on a mistress. I doubt if 


Jenny loved him. She certainly tantalized him more than any 
other woman has dared to. 


She was always late for meals at Berchtes- gaden. It 
sometimes drove him into frothing rages—during which she 
would deliberately scream from time to time to add a little 
more to the noise. She insisted on playing practical jokes. 
Once she gave Gbring a rubber sausage. He wrestled with it 
for a few minutes, then hurled it and the plate to the floor with 
a string of resounding oaths. Another time she introduced a 
parrot into the Ftlhrer’s aviary. She had taught it to say: “I’m 
the Ftlhrer! I’m the Ftlhrer!” It caused a lively five minutes 
when it first spoke in Hitler’s hearing. She used, too, to send 
outrageous wires to Hitler signed with names like Goebbels, 
Ley, or Goring. Anyone else would have died beneath the 
headsman’s ax. 


During her reign at Berchtesgaden, Hitler had a room fitted up 
as a Studio with a small stage on which Jenny Jugo used to 
perform. Her performance was filmed. Hitler declared it was 
art. One Christmas a select number of the staff were taken into 
the Ftihrer’s private 


cinema. We saw a long, dreary film about the achievements of 
the National Socialist regime, then a short film starring Jenny 
Jugo. This was a strip-tease act, at the end of which she faced 
the camera completely naked and, for ten minutes, did various 
exercises. 


Hitler saw this film, or one similar, nearly every night when 
she was away from Berchtesgaden. 


There was nothing tragic about the end of the romance. It just 
ended. Jenny Jugo took up her normal life in Berlin, and the 
Fuhrer’s famous friendship with Leni Riefenstahl developed, 
but it never became anything but platonic. 


Hitler’s photographer, Hoffmann, has as his chief assistant a 
thirty-three-year-old woman named Eva Braun, whose home is 
in Munich. For a considerable time we all thought she was to 
be the Ftihrer’s wife. We were wrong. 


She first met Hitler when she went to the Chancellery in Berlin 
to take some photos of him. He demanded that she come to 


Berchtesgaden and take more. Their friendship developed 
rapidly. Goebbels was angry. At length Eva went to a 
fashionable party in Berlin. Goebbels arrived late and, as he 
was announced, stood in the doorway and let his ferret eyes 
rove round the room. Suddenly he drew himself up. “I cannot 
stay here,” he said in a cold voice. “I recognize someone here 
who is of partly Jewish blood.” 


He stared directly at Eva Braun, turned, and left the room and 
the party. Next morning the story was repeated all over Berlin. 
Hitler at once ordered an investigation. It was proved that she 
was a pure Aryan. He made Goebbels send her a letter of 
apology and publish articles throughout the German press, 
extolling her artistry with a camera. 


This little business seemed to confirm the Ftlhrer in his 
admiration for Fraulein Braun. At any rate, immediately after 
it, they went off together on a “honeymoon” to GOring’s 
country mansion, Carinshall. 


Eva Braun is still a friend of Hitler. At least, she was when I 
left Berchtesgaden. 


Their affection had by then reverted to the platonic. But she 
still saw him regularly. 


As I have mentioned, I had always at the back of my mind the 
idea of escape—not simply from Berchtesgaden but from 
Germany. I longed to see my husband again and to live a 
normal life. I would not have minded the extremest poverty. 


I got my chance through a friend of the Ftlhrer himself whom, 
for obvious reasons, I will call Fraulein X. She holds a very 
high place in the Ftihrer’s esteem and is absolutely trusted by 
him. One day she began to talk to me quite confidentially, as 
women will to domestic servants sometimes. I liked her, and I 
told her a good deal of my story. 


She seemed to be sorry for me and said she would try to help. 
A few weeks later she summoned me to her room and said, “I 
think I can get you out of here, Pauline. I can do nothing 
beyond that, however.” 


On August 19, 1938, I left Hitler’s home in a Gestapo car with 
my few belongings, which had been carefully searched, in a 
small suitcase. A high Gestapo official accompanied me, and 
when we reached Munich he accompanied me to a small but 
excellently furnished flat. This pleasant arrangement was a 
token of the esteem in which I had been held at the Berghof. It 
was also one more evidence 


of the efficiency of the Gestapo. They wanted me where they 
could keep an eye on me. 


I cannot give any details about the people who helped me in 
finding my husband, Kurt. They are still helping people today 
as they helped me. And although their organization is almost 
exclusively Jewish, it does not hesitate to hold out a hand to 
any Aryan who may be fleeing from the Gestapo. Within a 
month they had contacted my husband. They helped him 
finally to reach me. 


I was stunned. He had lines of a man of fifty in his face. His 
hair was nearly white, his shoulders bowed. I kissed him, I 
laughed, I cried. I tried to pretend I had noticed hardly any 
change. But it was no use. He laughed bitterly. 


“You see what political education at a concentration camp has 
done for me, Pauline,” he said. “I am now supposed to be fit 
to become a citizen of the Reich.” 


We were wondering how to get to France or England when the 
chief of the organization which was sheltering us discovered 
that Kurt’s birth in Alsace-Lorraine entitled him to choose 
French citizenship if he wished. 


You cannot imagine what this meant to us. It was as though we 
had been doomed to hell and found the gates of heaven 
opening for us instead. 


Hitler believed in astrology, soothsayers, signs and portents, 
quack remedies, and such. Here a bestselling writer, something 
of a mystic himself, sees the mighty Ftlhrer as ridden by 
superstition. 


[February, 1941] 


HITLER THINKS HE 
WILL DIE THIS YEAR 


BV PIERRE VAN PAASSEN 


Hitler will die in 1941.... 


Ever since the Austrian house painter became the dictator of 
all the Germans eight years ago, this prediction has been 
whispered about throughout Germany. Astrologers, 
soothsayers, palmists, numerologists, and clairvoyants of 
every type have been proclaiming it quietly but consistently. 
Today it is no longer a secret. Millions of Germans give 
credence to it. Even Adolf Hitler is convinced that his 
horoscope presages for this year the gravest if not the final 
crisis of his life. 


A few years ago I smiled cynically and rather derisively at this 
prophecy, which was confided to me by a high Nazi official. 
The lady, one of Hitler’s most trusted youth leaders, had 
sighed deeply. “We can do nothing about it,” she said. “It is 
written in the stars, and we must accept the fact. We can only 
hope that the Ftlhrer shall have completed his mission on this 
earth before that day shall come.” 


Germans have always had a sentimental weakness for 
soothsaying. In no other country has the business of 
fortunetelling flourished so brightly. Nowhere else are there as 
many well-organized societies of magicians and professional 
seers. And no other land has as extensive a modern literature 
on occultism. Adolf Hitler believes implicitly in occult forces. 
Since his advent, clairvoyance and astrology enjoy state 
protection. Alchemy is subsidized by his government as an 
essential science. And to magic healers he has given the same 
status as to licensed physicians. 


But it was not Hitler who introduced the mystic sign of the 
swastika as the symbol of Germany’s destiny. It was Kaiser 


Wilhelm II, 


who, on his visit to England in 1911, bewildered Scotland 
Yard by arriving with swastika labels pasted all over his royal 
baggage. He regarded the swastika as a magic protector of his 
person. In fact, he thinks it saved his life in the days when his 
empire collapsed. He is convinced to this day that his cousin, 
the last Czarina of Russia, would have been spared 
assassination by the Bolsheviks if she had worn the golden 
swastika he had sent to her. 


The Ftlhrer’s faith in the swastika is no less fervent. He too is 
afraid of the future. That is why he has adopted the imperial 
suitcase sticker as the flag and insignia of the Third Reich. He 
believes utterly in its magic powers. But whereas Wilhelm put 
his faith in the swastika because of its alleged Buddhist origin, 
Hitler selected it because its design resembles two reversed 
figure 7s interlocked in the center. 


In the language of magic, seven is the luckiest of numbers, and 
7x7 represents the acme of good fortune. Hitler’s intimates 
know that he swears by the number seven as the symbol of his 
power, his luck, and his destiny. 


Students of numerology have compiled this rather curious 
record of the significance of the number seven in the life of 
Adolf Hitler: 


He escaped death on the seventh of October, 1916, during the 
first World War, when his entire platoon was wiped out but he 
was only wounded. 


Seven years after he entered politics by joining the Deutsche 
Arbeiterpartei, he wrote the final chapter of Mein Karnpf 


He was in his forty-second year—six times seven—when the 
Nazis emerged in the 


Reichstag elections as a major political party, with 6,406,397 
votes. The devotees of seven point out that not only does the 
total Nazi vote end in the figure seven but the digits of the 
entire number add up to thirty-five, or five times seven, and 
the Nazis obtained 107 seats in the Reichstag. 


After the blood purge of June 30, 1934, Hitler announced the 
number of those killed for treason to the Nazi regime as 
seventy- seven. 


He annexed Austria while in his forty-ninth year, and 
concluded the Munich pact of September, 1938, and occupied 
Czechoslovakia and Memel when he was forty-nine—seven 
times seven. 


He began the war in September, 1939, in the seventh year of 
his regime, supposed to be his luckiest period, and carried the 
Polish campaign to a triumphant conclusion in twenty-eight 
days—four times seven. 


He scheduled the surrender of King Leopold of Belgium for 
May 28. 


The . campaign against France began on May 10, 1940, and 
ended when armistice negotiations were begun on June 21, 
exactly forty-two—six times seven—days later. 


Expert interpreters of numbers contend that Hitler’s lucky 
cycle ended with the seventh month, July, of the seventh year 
of his rule, 1940. What he had not achieved by that time he 
never will, the German seers dolefully admit. 


It is true that a tremendous change has come over Hitler since 
the “fateful” month of July, 1940. He still bellows with the 
same assurance as he announces the coming of the new world 
order. But the men who surround him have observed that 
something of that self-confidence which is beyond words has 
gone out of him. He no longer acts like a somnambulist in a 
trance, contemptuous of advice and criticism. He hesitates. His 
personal bodyguard has been reinforced. His schedule of 
personal appearances is changed at the last minute. He has 
curtailed his sojourns in Nazi-occupied territories. His 
entourage whispers that the Ftlhrer is afraid. 


More and more time does Hitler spend now in his eyrie at 
Berchtesgaden. All alone he sits in an immense room with 
great bay windows, looking silently down into the beautiful 
Ober- salzburg panorama that lies 6,000 feet below. For days 
at a time, it is said, he stares at the mountainous horizon, 


brooding about the predictions of the soothsayers and trying to 
convince himself that this is all nonsense. But he can’t. 


He himself has built up the legend of his occult powers and his 
communion with the stars. He himself burned his bridges by 
setting the time for his final triumph during the seven-by- 
seven cycle of his life, symbolized by the swastika. Now he 
can’t escape. 


Servile astrologers and sycophantic numerologists have 
worked out new tables that extend Hitler’s upward chart 
beyond 1940. But it is all in vain. He knows better. There is no 
mistaking the significance of the events since July, 1940. 
England and the United States have written finis under his 
horoscope. His conquests have come to a standstill. 


To the outside world the dictator of Germany appears to be at 
the zenith of his power. He has subjugated the European 
continent and threatens to annihilate Great Britain. Yet in the 
inner Nazi circles, and especially in those centering around 
Marshal Gbring, the fate of Germany after Hitler’s death is a 
frequent subject of conversation these days. Nazi leaders do 
not connect the death of Hitler with the fall of the Third Reich. 
On the contrary, it is believed among powerful Nazi groups 
that a dead Hitler, elevated to the rank of a saint and, 
becoming part and parcel of the Germanic mythology, might 
be more useful than a live one. For one thing, it is argued, if 
ever a compromise peace with England becomes necessary, it 
might be easier to negotiate if Hitler were merely a marble 
statue in the public squares of Germany than if he remained 
the spokesman of his people. 


I do not believe that Hitler’s fall must await his death. Nor 
does his fall necessarily 


mean his death. The man who has terrified more than 
200,000,000 people in Europe is a physical coward. He proved 
it during the Beer Putsch of 1923 when he crawled along the 
muddy gutters of the streets of Munich in his scramble for 
safety. He has proved it even more conclusively at 
Berchtesgaden. His home there is a fortress that can withstand 
the assault of a whole army. It is protected from air attacks by 


gigantic rocks and by innumerable machine-gun nests and 
antiaircraft batteries. 


In this fantastic abode lives the Prophet of the Swastika. He is 
determined to live on, even if the whole German nation should 
be destroyed by an interminable war. His fall will come only 
when the German people realize that they are doomed; when 
the vision of a better world conjured up by him disappears 
under the merciless bombings of a superior British air force. 


And the mustached little ex-corporal knows this only too well. 
There the Ftlhrer sits all alone, waiting. 


Officially Frau Hermann Goring was First Lady of the Reich. 
Unofficially the designation went to Eva Braun, who had been 
in Hitler’s life since the far-off days of niece Geli. With the 
coming of war, the Ftlhrer drew Eva to his side. Still not thirty 
years old, she had at last become the most important woman in 
an ill-starred drama. (December, 1941] 


ADOLF AND EVA 


BV CURT RIESS 


Goring had taken the initiative after Geli Raubal’s suicide in 
September, 1931. He not only did everything to have the 
scandal hushed up; he also kept close watch on Hitler, who 
was desperate after his niece’s death, who every so often had 
crying fits, and who felt that never again could he be happy. 
GOring decided that the only cure for the loss of a girl you 
love is—another girl. That’s what he was looking for. And that 
is how he hit on Eva Braun. 


Of course he knew that Evi, as Hitler came to call her, was 
assistant to the Party’s star 


photographer and had already caught Hitler’s eye because of 
her prettiness and general air of efficiency. He probably knew 
all about Hitler’s flirtation with her, and about their ill-fated 
excursion near Munich, and the break between them. 


But Gbring wasn’t the man to take such things too tragically. 
He went to Professor Braun, Evi’s father, and had a talk with 
him. Lots of people in Munich know about that talk, because 
the Braun family spoke about it to all their friends. Professor 
Braun had become a fanatical Nazi, and Hitler was his 


god. Hitler’s wish to have the company of his daughter—that 
is the way Gbring put it—could not fail to make him proud. To 
especially good friends he even went so far as to confide that 
Hitler would marry his daughter. 


All Munich knew that in the beginning Evi didn’t like the idea 
a bit. But in a good old- fashioned German household it is the 
father who decides the private life of his daughter. 


At first Evi couldn’t possibly feel anything but fear toward the 
man who once had so shocked her that she never wanted to see 
him again. Such things are not easily forgotten. Even an order 
from her father couldn’t make her forget. Only Hitler himself 


could. And he could only do it by never trying what he had 
tried once before; by never treating her the way he treated 
other women he came in close contact with. 


Hitler did treat her differently. Perhaps he too was afraid— 
afraid he would lose her as he had lost Gell. 


He treated her like a comrade. And a good comrade she was. 
The pretty girl with the ash- blonde hair and the intelligent 
lively face offered no problems. She was simple; she was easy 
to get along with. Hitler could relax in her presence. She 
would sing her Bavarian songs, accompanying herself on the 
accordion or the guitar. It was like being with an old friend. 


But though Evi tried to fight it, and though she probably didn’t 
realize it for some time, Hitler became the center around 
which her life revolved. The year 1932, the last year before he 
came to power, was exciting, turbulent. One day it would look 
as though the Party would break up, as though it would sink 
into the morass of its debts. The next day mysterious millions 
would be there to pay the debts, the Party would win another 
victory in some small German state, and everything would 
look rosy again. It was a time full of adventures and 
conspiracies. What young girl would not have been impressed, 
living through all that? 


It was all very exciting for Evi. But the 


Braun family asked half the inhabitants of Munich why Evi 
and Hitler didn’t get married. They thought it shameful that 
the two traveled all over Germany without being married. 


If the family had known the truth, they would not have been so 
excited. Nothing whatsoever happened on those trips. There 
was even a chaperon—none other than Frau Himmler. 


The wife of the man who later was to become the chief of the 
Gestapo and perhaps the most hated man in Europe was quite 
different from her husband. She wasn’t interested in the Party 
or in politics. She was a small plump Bavarian woman without 
any pretensions, always gay, always eager for a good time. She 
probably wouldn’t have minded if her husband had never 
become an important leader of the Party. Often, when she and 
Evi returned from one of those wild trips across Germany to 


the little house on the outskirts of Munich where the Himmlers 
lived, she would sigh, “Too bad we can’t stay here all the 
time.” 


There was quite a scene between Evi and her family on 
Christmas Eve, 1932. Under the Christmas tree, they 
demanded that something be done. Either she would have to 
break off with Hitler or he would have to marry her. It was 
typical of the Nazi mentality that the family did not resent 
Hitler at all. The Ftlhrer could do no wrong. If he did not 
marry Evi, she was to blame. 


Evi listened to it all—and she became desperate. On that very 
Christmas Eve she left her parents and fled to friends. “My 
family will never understand why I couldn’t marry him even if 
he asked me,” she said. “My family doesn’t know about those 
things. ... They don’t know that the only condition under 
which I can be with Hitler is that I can leave him at any 
moment.” 


Then came the time when Evi could no longer leave Hitler on 
the spur of the moment. 


Hitler was in power. Hitler told 65,000,000 Germans what 
they had to do and what they 


were not allowed to do. It was only logical that the woman 
who was closest to him was not exempt. Everything seemed to 
be fine. Evi did not realize yet that she was merely the first 
prisoner of the Third Reich. 


She had been close to him for more than two years now. Early 
in 1934 she went to Berlin to live with her married sister. More 
than two months had passed since she had last seen Hitler. 
When she tried to reach him at the Chancellery, she failed. The 
reason she learned only much later. It seems that some of the 
men around Hitler, especially Gbring, Goebbels, and Streicher, 
were not interested in the continuation of the Evi affair. Each 
of them tried again and again to introduce to Hitler some 
beautiful and interesting woman who, if she should find favor 
in Hitler’s eyes, would mean a big advantage to the man who 
had introduced her. 


When Evi finally succeeded in seeing Hitler, nothing much 
happened. He said that he had not seen her because he had 
very little time. He talked at great length about his mission and 
said that this mission was more important than anything else. 
When they said good-bye, both were pretty cool. And when 
Evi returned to Munich, she told her friends that it was all 
over. 


Aside from her Munich friends, the very existence of this girl 
who played such a part in Hitler’s life was known only to a 
handful of people in Germany and to practically nobody 
outside. The reason was that nothing had ever been published 
about her in German newspapers, let alone any pictures of her. 


Evi, who knew so much about publicity, could figure out that 
this publicity boycott was not just due to chance. Goebbels 
must be behind it. He was indeed. Goebbels, who more than 
GOring or the other Hitler intimates feared any outside 
influence on the FUhrer, made quite a point of keeping Evi’s 
existence a secret from the German people. 


And then something strange happened. Evi 
fell in love. The man was Robert S-, an 
engineer in one of the great factories near 


Munich. He was tall, blond, and had a boyish smile. Ironically 
enough, Evi made his acquaintance through Frau Himmler. He 
was fascinated by her naturalness, by her soft- spoken charm. 
He would telephone her repeatedly. He would take her for 
walks in the English Garden, would accompany her to the 
opera and to the museums. He gave her something she had 
never had before: He treated her with consideration, with 
kindness. It was she who could decide what to do, where to go, 
when to see him. For the first time, Evi felt like a real woman. 


The friendship became deeper and more intense in the 
following months. It may be assumed that Robert knew 
nothing about Evi’s relations with Hitler—for, otherwise, 
would he have asked her to marry him? 


She said she would. She wrote a long letter to Hitler and told 
him of her intention. Then she started to pack her things. 


Five days passed after she mailed the letter. There was no 
word from Berlin. Then Gbring 


arrived. One morning Robert S- was 


called to the president of his factory, who asked him to go to 
Berlin by the next train. In Berlin he learned that he had a 
contract—a very good contract indeed —with a German firm 
in South America. The authorities considered it his patriotic 
duty to accept this contract at once. He would not have time to 
go back to Munich; his boat was to leave Hamburg the 
following afternoon. 


During the evening he attempted repeatedly to reach Evi, but 
her telephone did not answer. He went away without having 
seen her. 


Since Evi did not hear from Robert during the next few days, 
she made inquiries—and found out that he had gone to Berlin. 
Now she feared the worst. Perhaps they had put him into a 
concentration camp. 


She took the next train. In Berlin nobody seemed to know 
anything about him. She went to Berchtesgaden, where Hitler 
happened to be staying. There was an argument which, 
according to witnesses, was quite loud and bitter and lasted till 
the early hours of the morning. 


More than ever Evi was determined to break with Hitler. He 
told her that he had never received her letter, that he didn’t 
know 


a thing about Robert S-, and he begged 


her to calm down. When he was with Evi, the jealously 
possessive petit bourgeois side of his character was dominant. 
He had not seen her much during the last few years. She now 
played almost no part in his life. But she was the only woman 
who “belonged” to him, and he was determined not to let her 
go. Again and again he told her that, once he had fulfilled his 
mission, he would be with her all the time. 


During the following months Evi was pretty much alone again. 
When she came to Berlin, it was better because then she would 


stay with her old friend Frau Himmler, who now lived on an 
estate near the capital. 


Frau Himmler was indeed the only important person who 
recognized Evi at all. Goebbels’s wife and Gbring’s wife cut 
her. Frau Kathe Anna von Ribbentrop spoke contemptuously 
of her as “that Bavarian chit.” 


Frau von Ribbentrop probably could not forget that she had 
not been born a noblewoman. She was the daughter of the 
champagne manufacturer, Otto Henkell, who was so rich that 
his daughter could marry the relatively poor Joachim von 
Ribbentrop— who got the “von” only through adoption by an 
aunt, which was arranged by the ambitious Kathe. She was 
extremely elegant, very good looking, and a power in the 
salons of Berlin. Even so, she was never quite accepted by the 
real old Berlin society. Perhaps that was one of the reasons 
why she always looked for a target, for somebody to step on. 
Evi was a welcome target. The sophisticated Frau von 
Ribbentrop could make fun of her. The other ladies of the 
Third Reich followed suit gladly. 


Of course Kathe von Ribbentrop would never have dared to 
say a word against Evi if Hitler had shown any displeasure. 
But Hitler seemed ignorant of what was going on under his 
nose. 


By the spring of 1938 he suddenly decided 


that he wanted Evi’s company more often. Again and again she 
was invited to Ber- chtesgaden. He even built a little house for 
her, very near his own Berghof, so that he could visit her 
without being widely observed. The two took long walks; she 
would sing for him and take pictures of him and listen to his 
interminable speeches. 


About that time there were rumors that Hitler would marry 
Evi. The only basis for the rumors was the fact that, of all his 
women, only Evi stayed with him through all those years. But 
this fact can be explained much more simply. Evi was able to 
stay with Hitler because he did not make life unbearable for 
her. 


Hitler did not need more than friendship from Evi. As to his 
other needs—he had so many other women at his disposal. It 
was at that time that he went in for musical-comedy actresses, 
for dancers, especially nude dancers, for moving-picture stars. 
Evi had to stand for all that. She had to witness it all. And 
though she trembled with fear that Hitler might some day ask 
her to endure what he asked of other women, she was deeply 
humiliated that he preferred them. 


Her nights were lonely. She was not so young any more. Now 
she was almost thirty, and she had put on some weight. She 
felt that life was passing her by. 


That was when she tried to commit suicide. 


It happened very suddenly. She left Berchtesgaden on the spur 
of the moment, driving by herself all the way to Munich. She 
entered her home there. She was alone; the servants were still 
in Berchtesgaden. She went to bed and took an overdose of 
sleeping pills. 


She was saved only by chance. Her married sister, who had 
come from Berlin to Munich to see her, telephoned to 
Berchtesgaden, only to learn that Evi had gone back to 
Munich. She went to the house in the Wasser- burgerstrasse 
and saw the light in the bedroom. When her ring was not 
answered, she became worried. She finally got in by the back 
entrance. She saw immediately that Evi was drugged and 
called a doctor. 


Evi did not want to go on living. When aroused, she cried 
again and again, “I’ve had enough,enough ...” 


They say that Hitler broke down completely when he heard of 
it. He rushed to Munich. For days he sat at her bedside. “I 
don’t want to lose you!” he kept exclaiming. Perhaps he was 
thinking of Geli, and of those other women who had embraced 
death on his account; or perhaps of the women who, after they 
had passed through his hands, went on living but were never 
quite the same again. 


It was during those weeks that the rumor started that Hitler 
would retire from active politics; that he would set himself up 
as a kind of honorary president of Germany and would live 


somewhere apart while Gbring did the real work. Many 
informed sources connected this intention with Evi. Perhaps 
Hitler really intended to go away with her. 


But then came the war. 


The men around Hitler had a shock in the first week of 
September, 1939. Evi arrived in Berlin to live in the 
Chancellery. Hitler himself had given orders to provide an 
apartment for her. From then on, whenever he came to Berlin, 
he would find her waiting for him. They were together all the 
time. 


The more difficult the war situation 


became, the more Hitler needed the presence of Evi. He 
became nervous if she was not around. Again he proved 
himself the petit bourgeois who might go on a spree once in a 
while but who in times of stress will always come back to 
whatever he regards as his family. Evi was the one person 
Hitler could always come back to. 


We can only guess how Evi is feeling these days. If nothing 
else, she must be lonesome. For she is a prisoner. Never, so 
long as there is a Hitler, will she get away from him. And once 
Hitler is gone, where will she be able to go? 


Among the women whom Hitler has destroyed or brought to 
the verge of destruction, Evi’s fate is not the most dramatic. 
But in a deep sense it is the most significant. And, from 
Hitler’s point of view, the most tragic. Since Geli died he has 
never felt for any woman as deeply as for Evi. But, though he 
was able to kill hundreds of thousands, perhaps millions; 
though he was able to enslave whole nations; though he could 
excite and arouse millions of his own people—he could not do 
one thing. He could not make one woman happy. Not even the 
one he wanted above all to make happy. 


Adolf and “Evi” in their—or liis—-Garden of Eden at 
Berchtesgaden. 


Adolf Hitler killed himself in his bunker under the Berlin 
Chancellery on the afternoon of April 30, 1945, with Russian 
troops just a few blocks away. He did a thorough job, 


simultaneously biting a cyanide pill and shooting himself in 
the head. Beside him lay the still warm body of Eva Braun, 
whom he had married two days before; Frau Hitler had 
swallowed a poison capsule. The Fuhrer’s death was no 
surprise for, as this article shows, speculation about his fate 
had been rampant ever since he began losing his fiendish 
touch. [May, 1943] 


DEATH OF A DICTATOR 


BV BURNET HERSHEV 


The world WAS intrigued recently by the notion that Hitler 
might be dead. True, German newsmen continued to file 
dispatches purporting to come from “the Filhrer’s 
headquarters” and Axis broadcasters from time to time 
announced that Hitler had conferred with Mussolini or with 
members of the General Staff. As if to disprove the rumors, 
photographs of Hitler began suddenly to arrive in neutral 
countries. 


In March, 1943, Hitler even addressed his people by radio—if, 
indeed, the lifeless and oddly restrained voice was his. But 
whether or not life has actually expired from that miserable 
body—and a realistic appraisal of the facts does not suggest it 
—something certainly has happened to Hitler. 


You get that impression if, as I have, you talk with the enemy 
in the cafes and hotels of Lisbon. Even taking into account the 
possibility of Axis-inspired rumors, one may assume that facts 
do leak out and that even the most distorted rumors not 
infrequently have some basis of truth. 


One must, of course, use the utmost caution and prudence in 
evaluating the remarks of Axis nationals in neutral countries. 


“What has happened to the Filhrer is being kept the darkest of 
secrets. But look for a leak in the wall. When the real story 
comes out, it will astound the whole world.” 


That’s the enemy talking—a member of the Nazi Party who is 
at present living in Lisbon’s most luxurious hotel at the 
expense 





of Dr. Joseph Goebbels’s Propaganda Ministry. 


He told me his name was “Zimmler.”” He would have been a 
fool to give me his real name. He has friends in Lisbon, Nazi 
friends, who also talk. But never in each other’s presence. 


When a Nazi in exile does any beefing, he always makes sure 
he is alone with you. 


“Zimmler” was quite outspoken in telling me that at 
Berchtesgaden “the hysteric, hyperthyroid Hitler” alternately 
shrieks and moans under the constantly watchful eyes of 
physicians and nurses. The Russian front, the great assemblies 
of the Sportspalast that he once directed, the tremendous 
tirades that he delivered are now nothing but a memory. 


And only a few weeks ago in Lisbon one of Goebbels’s news 
correspondents in the Portuguese capital told me: 


“You need not be surprised if you hear pretty soon that 
something has happened to Hitler. You may hear that he’s been 
stripped of all his power by the General Staff, or that he’s gone 
insane or has had a stroke, or that he’s dead. Any of them 
might be true, but don’t count on it. 


“Even if Hitler does die, it may be a year or more before such 
news gets out to the world.” 


No one has really seen Hitler publicly since early last 
November. The two Hitler broadcasts in January and March 
have been challenged as the work of an actor imitating the 
Ftihrer’s voice and delivery, and both 


broadcast scripts and so-called messages to Party meetings 
could easily have been prepared by a dozen or more men 
directly under Goebbels in the Propaganda Ministry. 


Since then there have been mounting cumulations of fact that 
bear out the inference that something has happened to Hitler 
and that, at the very least, he is no longer physically capable of 
taking part in the administration of the Reich. 


Then there is the fact, which has not received all the notice it 
probably deserves, that also last November a radical shake-up 
occurred inside Germany. It was not so much a question of 
military command as of the police authority which has always 
existed inside Germany and which to a large extent controls 
the entire German population and is ready to prevent any 
outbreak against an existing German government. 


This authority now appears to be centered in Dr. Goebbels, 
who has always been an outspoken enemy of Heinrich 
Himmler, head of Hitler’s dreaded Secret Police. The fact that 
twisted, nasty little Goebbels dares the vengeance of the S. S. 
is alone enough to make it all but certain that Himmler no 
longer rules the S. S. the way he did, and this would not be the 
case if Hitler’s word still controlled the Nazi Party. 


Just where Himmler’s power over Hitler originated no one but 
the Fuhrer and Himmler knows. Hitler, as everyone knows, is 
more or less a physical coward, except when in the throes of 
one of his hysterical seizures. If Himmler should finally go, it 
would mean that the Hitler phase of German domination had 
been ended and another phase had commenced. Hitler cannot 
function along the only lines he knows without the cold, 
systematic brutality of Himmler. 


Himmler’s complete lack of emotion has been the necessary 
counterpart to Hitler’s complete emotional abandon. Hitler’s 
frenzied imagination can conceive horrors, but it has taken 
Himmler’s merciless functioning to turn Hitler’s frightful 
dreams into real suffering and blood and death. But lately 
Himm— 


ler’s chief function has been to protect Hitler’s person even 
more than to execute Hitler’s inhuman decrees, and the only 
things Himmler has not been able to protect him from have 
been Hitler’s own torrential outbursts. 


These notorious fits of fury have been on the increase since the 
first reverses on the Russian front, and I was told convincingly 
in Lisbon that just before Hitler withdrew from public sight in 
November they had reached a new intensity. Until about the 
end of last autumn he maintained his usual routine. He rose 
late in the morning, ate his usual meatless breakfast of Scotch 
oatmeal and fresh fruit. Then for several hours each day he 
dictated to his brunette secretary, a “Polish” girl named Wanda 
Daranowska. Pacing excitedly up and down, he poured out an 
endless disorganized flood of army orders, personal 
memoranda, political notes, angry reproofs to unsuccessful 
generals and field marshals, and arrogant demands for 
impossible feats to other officers. 


Late in the afternoon he relaxed for a few hours over maps and 
military textbooks, particularly technical histories of 
Napoleon’s Russian campaign—from which he would go 
directly to his dinner of unseasoned vegetables. Hitler is still a 
strict vegetarian and teetotaler. He drinks no liquor except a 
nauseating concoction of near beer containing about one and 
one half percent alcohol. Like some of our famous 
prohibitionists—such as Carrie Nation—he can “go on a tear” 
cold sober. 


And once launched on his neurotic jag, no one has ever been 
able to control him except his aide-de-camp (really a kind of 
gold-braid keeper), Captain Brueckner, an old-time Nazi 
mobster who has been at Hitler’s heel for twenty years. But 
since last fall even Brueckner has not been able to jolt his 
master, during such a seizure, into a temporary semblance of 
sanity. 


Enemy newsmen in Lisbon told me—and more recent reports 
seem to bear them 
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out—that Hitler is often completely dazed and bewildered. 
Nearly every physician who has ever treated him has predicted 
that in time his split personality would become completely 
dissociated, and he would no longer be able ever to distinguish 
reality from his dream world. This would fit the known facts. 
It would explain his nonappearance at important festivals, 
because no one could be sure that he might not begin talking 
about future plans for invading Poland or Czechoslovakia—as 
though he were still in the year 1939, or 1933. On the other 
hand, he might have an illusion that he had conquered all of 
Russia and talk as though he were actually seated in the 
Kremlin—which would be very disillusioning to those 
Germans whose fathers, sons, and brothers are still dying in 
the Russian mud. 


However, my informants did not say that Hitler is now in this 
condition all the ttme—only that he is found in it more and 
more frequently. 


Up to last November Hitler actually spent most of his time at 
his field headquarters on the Russian front near Minsk. A Nazi 
party official who had had a few drinks talked to me freely 
about his own visit to this grand quartier. Here, he said, Hitler 
was surrounded by an entourage little less than imperial. A 
battalion of Life Guards, commanded by Standard Leaders 
Rattenhueber and Schaele, was responsible to Himmler for the 
Fuhrer’s safety. There was a military staff of some two 
hundred which accompanied him at all times, moving and 
building new quarters whenever the Fuhrer-quartier moved. In 
addition, there were a large kitchen staff, a larger technical 
staff which included wireless operators for military purposes, 
and some eighteen moving-picture experts to provide the 
nightly obscene movies which are—or were—Hitler’s only 
form of amusement. 


Never far from the person of the Fiihrer were the aide, 
Brueckner; S. S. Life Guard Leader Schaub, who is personally 
responsible to the Gestapo whether Hitler is at the front 


or in Berlin or Berchtesgaden; head chauffeur Klemka, who 
holds rank as storm troop leader; Captain Bauer of the 
Luftwaffe, who piloted Hitler’s plane in prewar days; the two 
personal physicians of the Fiihrer, Dr. Brandt and Professor 
Morrell; and his two women secretaries, Wanda Daranowska 
and Christa Schroder. 


Most of these people have been with him for many years. 
Presumably they are devoted to him, or at least to the fact that 
in their eyes he represents the irrepressible power of the 
German Herrenvolk. But it would put too great a strain on 
their devotion if all of them were permitted to see him in his 
present condition. Consequently, their Fiihrer—according to 
the very credible accounts given me in Lisbon—was whisked 
away from his headquarters to Berchtesgaden with only 
Brueckner, the chauffeur, the pilot, and an accompanying 
bodyguard which was kept at a distance from him. 


The immediate cause of this frantic move, so I was told, was a 
radical change in Hitler’s personal routine. At the very time 
when he should have stretched his “intuition” to its uttermost 
in seeking a way out for his troops from the Russian trap into 


which he had driven them, Hitler went to pieces. Instead of 
getting up at his usual late morning hour, he remained in bed 
untl almost midafternoon, as though afraid to face a day that 
could bring nothing better than more bad news. 


This habit, I was assured, is being continued at Berchtesgaden, 
and when he finally does emerge from his double-locked 
bedroom, the distraught gray-haired Fiihrer wanders solitary 
out onto the terrace where he stands gazing at the 
mountaintops. Then, often, he suddenly begins to mutter, “I 
can do it! I can do it!” and with a burst of his former terrific 
energy he summons General Jodi, formerly his military 
adviser, now understood to be stationed with Hitler as an 
observer for the German General Staff. 


With Jodi come a string of orderlies, chosen for this duty and 
forbidden to leave the residence or to write any letters. These 
or- 
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derlies unroll great maps on which Hitler planned his 
campaigns right down to the fatal siege of Stalingrad, and for 
an hour or more he goes into an orgiastic ectasy of impossible 
military strategy, mounting to a frenzy of imaginary triumph. 


Then, according to my Nazi informants in Lisbon, as abruptly 
as it began the seizure stops, leaving him trembling, dejected, 
spiritless. Limply gesturing for every one to leave the room, he 
sinks into a chair, head bowed like the famous statue of 
Napoleon at St. Helena. Tears, these outspoken enemies said, 
roll unchecked down his sagging cheeks in an orgy of self- 
pity. Sometimes he sits for hours in this sodden hopelessness, 
but occasionally it is broken by sudden fury at the German 
gods, whom he accuses of having broken faith with him after 
he had restored them to Wagnerian power. Then again he 
lapses into tears and whimperings, like a little boy who feels 
himself unjustly punished. 


Assuming that all this is true—and as I listened, it seemed 
quite credible—the Hitler of today might almost inspire pity, if 
one could forget for a single second the ten million and more 
human beings who have died horribly at his command. 


Unfortunately for him, no one can forget them, or even one 
individual among them. 


Hitler is not the only withering limb in the Axis organism. 
Well-informed anti-Lascist Italians in Lisbon told me that 
Mussolini is seriously ill. His death may be looked for at any 
time, they said, though it might be postponed if he would 
submit to an operation for the stomach ulcers which are his 
most critical physical disability just now. 


But it is his mental condition which causes the most anxiety to 
his few followers whose fortunes still depend on Lascist 
survival. In overstraining his abilities and his country, 
Mussolini has not only exhausted his own mind and body; he 
has devitalized the very spirit of Italy herself—now as much 
an occupied country as Trance or Norway. But even a dying 
Mussolini fails to attract much attention these days. Hitler still 
commands the stage he took over from II Duce ten years ago. 


German militarism is not likely to collapse at Hitler’s 
breakdown or even at his death. The Nazis are still a powerful 
and astute enemy, and it will take all our best efforts and 
sacrifice to lick them. But the fact that the old Hitler—the one 
who foresaw a Germanized world for one thousand years—no 
longer exists is a sure portent of our coming victory. 


These pictures purport to show Hitler haranguing a Nazi Party 
audience in November, 1942. They were smuggled out of 
Germany, and the man in the photographs is suspected of 
having been one of the Fuhrer’s doubles. 


As Hitler’S importance grew, foreign journalists began to 
interview him, absorbing his slippery words, wondering how 


much to stress the violent acts of his Brown Shirt supporters, 
who soon became paramilitary storm troopers. Some Germans, 
too, were able to report on a personal confrontation with the 
Fiihrer—among them a courageous Protestant clergyman. 


Like so many Germans, Martin Niemoeller, U-boat hero of 

World War I, first approved of Adolf Hitler. But the FOhrer 
also turned out to be anti-religion. In 1941, when this article 
on early meetings with Hitler was smuggled out, the Pastor 

had been in a concentration camp for four years because of 

opposition to the Nazis. 


He remained imprisoned until war’s end. [September, 1941] 


MV CONVERSATIONS 
WITH HITLER 


BY PASTOR MARTIN NIEMOELLER 


I have MET Adolf Hitler exactly three times in my life. I met 
him for the first time in January, 1931, at the Hotel Kaiserhof 
in Berlin, where seventy Protestant clergymen had gathered to 
be addressed by him in explanation of his Church program. He 
was quite late, but upon his arrival he was apologetic and 
particularly polite. 


He nodded to all of us and said: “I have asked you to come 
here because I want to persuade you that I—just as much as 
you—am working for a moral reconstruction of the German 
people. Since the last war Germany has been in need of more 
and better Christianity, more churches; and a stop must be put 
to the spread of atheism. What we need is a more profound 
inner faith in order to preserve ourselves as a people. I am a 
Catholic, but I am asking you to help me in my great task.” 


Hitler then asked us to propose ways and means of 
cooperating with him. He promised us that as soon as he 
obtained power, the Church would not only retain all its rights 
but would be entitled to greater support from the state, and 
would have control of the schools. In brief, there would be a 
better understanding between the government and the Church 
than had been the case in the Weimar Republic. 


I must admit that we all had a very favorable impression from 
the modest way in which Hitler spoke, and I knew that from 
that time on he could count on the support of the majority of 
the Protestant clergy in Germany. 


Immediately after his speech, Hitler walked up to me and said, 
“I am pleased to 


see you here, Herr Kapitan-lieutenant.” “I am no longer an 
officer,” I said. “I am a pastor now.” “People like you,” he 


exclaimed, “who went straight from the U-boat to the pulpit, 
are exactly what the new Germany needs! Christianity needs 
its heroes of the last war.” 


I was proud of his appreciation and really pinned all my hope 
on him. In the spring of 1932 I had my second conversation 
with him. At that time we were certain that he would be the 
ruling power in Germany. I was charged by the United 
Protestant Church Association to ask Hitler certain definite 
questions in order to secure definite commitments. Present 
with him were Gbring, Hess, and Rosenberg. 


“I have come to you,” I said, “because the Church frequently 
finds attacks directed against it in the Nazi papers, and because 
it is not always the Christian spirit that is found in the Hitler 
Youth and in the Storm Troopers. Furthermore, we find it hard 
to understand the many murders committed by these Storm 
Troopers.” 


“Murders?” Hitler shot back. “How can you say murders? 
What the storm troopers are doing is to purge Germany of the 
Communists and Marxists, of Jews and Liberals. This has 
nothing to do with murder. This is self-defense.” 


“I shall never permit a member of my church to be molested,” 
I said indignantly. 


Hitler suddenly became soft and placating. “Please, won’t you 
see to it that they understand me? I have such an enormous 
task ahead, the work of my life. The masses cannot always be 
fed with bread and sugar; they 


also need the whip. I have to toil and work, to struggle and 
organize, to crush this republic which has nothing in store for 
Christianity because it’s a Jew republic. When I am Chancellor 
and Ftlhrer, the Church will live again, and live freely. I shall 
re-establish the cooperation between the government and the 
Church, just as it used to be in the old Prussian state. 


“The Church will play the major role in the educational school 
system. I am not yet in a position to conclude any contracts. 
However, to you, as an officer, I give my solemn word of 
honor that I shall carry out all my promises. These are election 


times. Propaganda may be excessive, shootings may occur; but 
I promise that the Church will be reestablished with its rights.” 


I reported the results of my conversation to the Church 
Council, which considered everything satisfactory. But later 
events proved that we were as naive as we were blind. I trusted 
Hitler, and he betrayed me just as he did the rest of the world 
which listened to his peace utterances. 


At the time of the last conversation I had with him before I 
was arrested, persecution of the Church was at its peak. 
Crosses on the church towers had been replaced by golden 
swastikas; the Hitler Youth was educated in the spirit that not 
Jesus but Adolf Hitler was the true son of God. In the schools 
the Old Testament was decried as Jewish. Pogroms against the 
Jews were sweeping the country and our clergymen were 
being thrown into concentration camps. Gestapo officials were 
writing down our every speech and priests were arrested even 
in their pulpits. 


In this, our hour of greatest despair, I asked for an audience 
with Hitler, and it was on January 5, 1934, that I had my 
memorable talk with him. 


This time he was entirely different. I had to wait more than 
four hours at the Reich’s Chancellery, and when he greeted me 
his manner was icy. “You desire to talk with me?” he began, 
standing like Napoleon with his arms crossed. 


Two secretaries were sitting at a desk, taking down every word 
that was spoken. 


“Yes, Mr. Chancellor,” I replied; “I have come to you because 
I am worrying about the Church.” 


“What’s the matter with your Church? Didn’t I keep all my 
promises? Didn’t I put the Reichsbishop Mueller in charge? 
What are you complaining about?” 


“Never before,” I said, “did we have Protestant bishops. Never 
was there any need for church ministries. You promised us 
equal rights, but you have made us only an instrument of the 
Party.” 


“Why are you causing me such difficulties with this 
Confessional Church?” Hitler was becoming enraged and 
gesticulating. “Formerly the Prussian kings were the highest 
masters of the Church. Today I am a Prussian king for the 
people and for the Church, and you will have to accept that as 
a fact.” 


I felt a bit dizzy. He really had said, this former house painter’s 
assistant, “Today I am a Prussian king.” 


“We don’t want to cause you any difficulties, Mr. Chancellor,” 
I explained, “but I am here as a representative of the Protestant 
faith. Your government has ordered measures that sooner or 
later will destroy our Church and the fundamentals of our 
faith. We can’t stand by idly while the government gives such 
orders. Didn’t you promise us freedom of the Church instead 
of its suppression?” 


Now Hitler grew wild. He cried out like a madman, “You, as 
an officer, have learned to obey! You have to obey! I alone 
determine what is and what is not Christian. I determine what 
the Church has to do. I and I alone am the Ftlhrer of this 
nation. The Lord has chosen me for this office and my people 
have called me.” 


“Not you, Herr Hitler, but the Lord is my leader,” I replied. 
Only later did I learn that these words were responsible for his 
ordering my arrest. But at the moment I tried to be a bit 
conciliatory. 


“It is also my concern about the Third Reich that made me 
come to you,” I said. 


He was still shouting. “You are concerned about the Third 
Reich? You had better leave that to me!” 


“Then,” I replied, “I’m very sorry I came to you.” 


This made him so furious that what he now uttered betrayed 
his whole hatred and his true intentions: 


“I thought of making the German Church the most powerful in 
the world. I wanted to name German bishops in all the 
countries that I am going to conquer. I wanted a powerful 
Church. I wanted to unite all religions and churches under the 


spirit of National Socialism. I thought of putting officers like 
you in charge. But you are all Jew-infested. Your Christianity, 
after all, is nothing but a stepchild of Jewry grown soft and 
infested with these stupid humanitarian illusions. 


“Tf the Christian Church wants to fight me, I shall annihilate it 
as I have crushed and 


will crush all my other enemies. I don’t mind walking over 
corpses as long as I reach my goal. I need no Christianity. 
Whoever won’t obey will be destroyed, and that goes for you 
too. You are a deserter, and you know that for desertion there 
is only one punishment—death.” 


“I have only deserted to Christianity,” I said vigorously—‘“‘to 
my faith; and I am willing to take upon myself all the suffering 
it involves.” 


“You will regret it.” These were Hitler’s last words to me. 


During the years of my imprisonment I have never had any 
cause for regret. As long as I have my cell where I can pray, I 
am still happier than Hitler, the promise-breaker and 
incorrigible liar, who hardly dares to go out alone for fear that 
a bullet might hit him from behind. 


To the people the world over I send this message: Keep the 
Faith. 


Pastor Niemoeller, prisoner of the Third Reich as a result of 
his outspoken defiance of Hitler. 


Hitler spoke to many foreign correspondents, but to none so 
willingly as George Sylvester Viereck, who had gone to school 
with the Crown Prince and eventually was imprisoned in the 
United States for pro-Nazi activity. Viereck first met Hitler in 
1923 and instantly claimed to see signs of future greatness. 
Here the FOhrer talks to him of German expansion and anti- 
Communism, but for foreign consumption says nothing of 
anti-Semitism. [November, 1936] 


“WE MUST AROUSE THE 
GERMAN SOUL!” 


BV GEORGE SYLVESTER VIERECK 


“When | take charge of Germany, I shall end tribute abroad 
and Bolshevism at home.” 


Adolf Hitler drained his cup as if it contained not tea but the 
life blood of Bolshevism. 


“Bolshevism,” the chief of the Brown Shirts, the Fascists of 
Germany, continued, gazing at me balefully, “is our greatest 
menace. Kill Bolshevism in Germany and you restore seventy 
million people to power. France owes her strength not to her 
armies but to the forces of Bolshevism and dissension in our 
midst. 


“The Treaty of Versailles and the Treaty of St. Germain are 
kept alive by Bolshevism in Germany. The Peace Treaty and 
Bolshevism are two heads of one monster. We must decapitate 
both.” 


When Adolf Hitler announced this program, the advent of the 
Third Empire which he proclaims seemed still at the end of the 
rainbow. Then came election after election. Each time the 
power of Hitler grew. While unable to dislodge Hindenburg 
from the presidency, Hitler today heads the largest party in 
Germany. Unless Hindenburg assumes dictatorial measures, or 
some unexpected development completely upsets all present 
calculations, Hitler’s party, will organize the Reichstag and 
dominate the government. Hitler’s fight was not against 
Hindenburg but against Chancellor Bruen- ing. It is doubtful if 
Bruening’s successor can sustain himself without the support 
of the National Socialists. 


Many who voted for Hindenburg were at 


heart with Hitler, but some deep-rooted sense of loyalty 
impelled them nevertheless to cast their vote for the old field 
marshal. Unless overnight a new leader arises, there is no one 
in Germany, with the exception of Hindenburg, who could 
defeat Hitler—and Hindenburg is eighty-five! Time and the 
recalcitrance of the French fight for Hitler, unless some 
blunder on his own part, or dissension within the ranks of the 
party, deprives him of his opportunity to play the part of 
Germany’s Mussolini. 


The First German Empire came to an end when Napoleon 
forced the Austrian emperor to surrender his imperial crown. 
The Second Empire came to an end when William II, on the 
advice of Hindenburg, sought refuge in Holland. The Third 
Empire is emerging slowly but surely, although it may 
dispense with scepters and crowns. 


I met Hitler not in his headquarters, the Brown House in 
Munich, but in a private home—the dwelling of a former 
admiral of the German Navy. We discussed the fate of 
Germany over the teacups. 


“Why,” I asked Hitler, “do you call yourself a National 
Socialist, since your party program is the very antithesis of 
that commonly accredited to Socialism?” 


“Socialism,” he retorted, putting down his cup of tea, 
pugnaciously, “is the science of dealing with the common 
weal. Communism is not Socialism. Marxism is not Socialism. 
The Marxians have stolen the term and confused its meaning. I 
shall take Socialism away from the Socialists. 


“Socialism is an ancient Aryan, Germanic institution. Our 
German ancestors held certain lands in common. They 
cultivated the idea of the common weal. Marxism has no right 
to disguise itself as Socialism. Socialism, unlike Marxism, 
does not repudiate private property. Unlike Marxism, it 
involves no negation of personality, and unlike Marxism, it is 
patriotic. 


“We might have called ourselves the Liberal Party. We chose 
to call ourselves the National Socialists. We are not 
internationalists. Our Socialism is national. We demand the 


fulfillment of the just claims of the productive classes by the 
State on the basis of race solidarity. To us State and race are 
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one. 


Hitler himself it not a purely Germanic type. His dark hair 
betrays some Alpine ancestor. For years he refused to be 
photographed. That was part of his strategy—to be known 
only to his friends so that, in the hour of crisis, he could appear 
here, there, and everywhere without detection. Today he could 
no longer pass unrecognized through the obscurest hamlet in 
Germany. His appearance contrasts strangely with the 
aggressiveness of his opinions. No milder-mannered reformer 
ever scuttled ship of state or cut political throat. 


“What,” I continued my cross-examination, “are the 
fundamental planks of your platform?” 


“We believe in a healthy mind in a healthy body. The body 
politic must be sound if the soul is to be healthy. Moral and 
physical health are synonymous.” 


“Mussolini,” I interjected, “said the same to me.” 
Hitler beamed. 


“The slums,” he added, “are responsible for nine-tenths, 
alcohol for one-tenth, of all human depravity. No healthy man 
is a Marxian. Healthy men recognize the value of personality. 
We contend against the forces of disaster and degeneration. 
Bavaria is comparatively healthy because it is not completely 
industrialized. However, all Germany, including Bavaria, is 
condemned to intensive 


industrialism by the smallness of our territory. If we wish to 
save Germany we must see to it that our farmers remain 
faithful to the land. To do so, they must have room to breathe 
and room to work.” 


“Where will you find the room to work?” 


“We must retain our colonies and we must expand eastward. 
There was a time when we could have shared world dominion 
with England. Now we can stretch our cramped limbs only 
toward the east. The Baltic is necessarily a German lake.” 


“Ts it not,” I asked, “possible for Germany to reconquer the 
world economically without extending her territory?” 


Hitler shook his head earnestly. 


“Economic imperialism, like military imperialism, depends 
upon power. There can be no world trade on a large scale 
without world power. Our people have not learned to think in 
terms of world power and world trade. However, Germany 
cannot extend commercially or territorially until she regains 
what she has lost and until she finds herself. 


“We are in the position of a man whose house has been burned 
down. He must have a roof over his head before he can 
indulge in more ambitious plans. We had succeeded in creating 
an emergency shelter that keeps out the rain. We were not 
prepared for hailstones. However, misfortunes hailed down 
upon us. Germany has been living in a veritable blizzard of 
national, moral, and economic catastrophes. 


“Our demoralized party system is a symptom of our disaster. 
Parliamentary majorities fluctuate with the mood of the 
moment. Parliamentary government unbars the gate to 
Bolshevism.” 


“Unlike some German militarists, you do not favor an alliance 
with Soviet Russia?” 


Hitler evaded a direct reply to this question. It may not suit 
Hitler to attack Bolshevism in Russia. He may even look upon 
an alliance with Bolshevism as his last card, if he is in danger 
of losing the game. If, he intimated on one occasion, 
capitalism refused to recognize that the National Social- 


ists are the last bulwark of private property, if capital impedes 
their struggle, Germany may be compelled to throw herself 
into the enticing arms of the siren Soviet Russia. But he is 
determined not to permit Bolshevism to take root in Germany. 


He responded warily in the past to the advances of Chancellor 
Bruening and others who wished to form a united political 
front. It is unlikely that now, in view of the steady increase in 
the vote of the National Socialists, Hitler will be in the mood 
to compromise on any essential principle with other parties. 


“The political combinations upon which a united front 
depend,” Hitler remarked to me, “are too unstable. They 
render almost impossible a clearly defined policy. I see 
everywhere the zigzag course of compromise and concession. 
Our constructive forces are checked by the tyranny of 
numbers. We make the mistake of applying arithmetic and the 
mechanics of the economic world to the living state. We are 
threatened by ever increasing numbers and ever diminishing 
ideals. Mere numbers are unimportant.” 


“But suppose France retaliates against you by once more 
invading your soil? She invaded the Ruhr once before. She 
may invade it again.” 


“It does not matter,” Hitler, thoroughly 


aroused, retorted, “how many square miles the enemy may 
occupy if the national spirit is aroused. Ten million free 
Germans, ready to perish so that their country may live, are 
more potent than fifty million whose will power is paralyzed 
and whose race consciousness is infected by aliens. 


“We want a greater Germany uniting all German tribes. But 
our salvation can start in the smallest corner. Even if we had 
only ten acres of land and were determined to defend them 
with our lives, the ten acres would become the focus of 
regeneration. Our workers have two souls: one is German, the 
other is Marxian. We must arouse the German soul. We must 
uproot the canker of Marxism. Marxism and Germanism are 
antitheses. 


“In my scheme of the German State, there will be no room for 
the alien, no use for the wastrel, for the usurer or speculator, or 
anyone incapable of productive work.” 


The cords on Hitler’s forehead stood out threateningly. His 
voice filled the room. There was a noise at the door. His 
followers, who always remain within call, like a bodyguard, 
reminded the leader of his duty to address a meeting. 


Hitler gulped down his tea and left. 


Thoroughly aroused, Hitler insists on “a greater Germany.” 


Hitler’s perfervid mind seethed with dreams of conquest— 
Europe, Russia, India, America, the world. Yet he continued to 
give interviews picturing himself as harmless. This one, 
printed in Liberty, drew an angry response from William E. 
Dodd, American Ambassador to Germany, 1933-7. [August, 
1938] 


WHAT HITLER TOLD ME 


BV EDWARD PRICE BELL 


Grasp that!” 
What I was bidden to grasp was that there is a NEW Germany. 


Herr Hitler was speaking to me in his warm-toned reception 
room in the Wilhelm- strasse. We sat in easy chairs facing 
each other, an interpreter, Dr. Hans Thomsen, the Ftihrer’s 
private secretary, nearby. 


I had gone to see the New Germany and Herr Hitler out of 
strong journalistic curiosity. The country had been fairly 
familiar to me for a generation; I had written much about it, 
but I had not been there for several years, and the famous Nazi 
leader I never had seen. 


What was he like under the microscope of immediate and 
personal inspection? How did he compare with other first-rank 
world notables? 


I traveled to Berlin from Rome. Sweeping over Nazidom from 
east to west and into the north, I found the old Germany of 
character, toil, thrift, good food, good beer and wine, and good 
humor. But there was something new about it. There was 
something new in the social ego. I think it was a heightened 
sense of democracy. 


Democracy in Nazi Germany? 
Democracy under Hitler? 
Just that. Let us see as we go on. 


I will describe as accurately as I can what I saw when Dr. 
Thomsen led me into Herr Hitler’s room. I saw the Ftihrer 
standing erect and rigid by his writing desk. He was in khaki 
military uniform and looked every inch a soldier, as of course 
he is. His strong face, with that truncated black mustache and 
those firm dark eyes, was in repose. It was a 


natural, solemn face, I thought. His posture was like that of 
Mussolini when I was admitted to II Duce’s presence in the 
Palazzo Venezia—hardly a hairsbreadth of difference. 


But his features are totally unlike Mussolini’s. Hitler facially 
resembles Pierre Laval more than he resembles any other 
conspicuous public man in the world. They are similar in body 
too, short and rather thick. Strongly dark-hued, both, only their 
black forelocks variant—Hitler’s reaches to the left, Laval’s to 
the right. 


Herr Hitler’s statuelike pose lasted only a moment. He came 
quickly toward me, bowed, grasped my hand, and indicated 
where I was to sit. His expression was still formal, almost 
ritualistic, and there was interrogation in it. What did I really 
want? What sort of creature was I? Were all my cards on the 
table, or had I an ace up my sleeve? Quite distinctly those 
questions were written in the Ftihrer’s face. In a short time 
they were gone, and his replies were leaping from his tongue 
as if they had been waiting there impatiently. 


Peace. The New Germany never would break it. And there 
was a New Germany. 


“Grasp that!” 


Complete supersession had happened in Germany. Politics old 
and spent was no more there. Germans revered their traditions, 
honored and loved those who had labored and died for them, 
but they were “changed men in a changed world.” Not 
elsewhere on earth, either among the people or among the 
people’s leaders, was there a deeper knowledge of war than 
there was in Germany. 


“We know war for what it is,” said the Ftlhrer. 


I asked him if the German conclusion was that 1914-18 had 
proved the utter futility and calamity of war among civilized 
States. 


“Yes,” said he. “The proof is overwhelming and ultimate. 
Some men keep saying I want war. In other words, they insult 
my intelligence. Within forty minutes after war broke out in 
Europe today more damage would be done to all of us than 


could be repaired in fifty years. Such is the meaning of 
present-day bombing planes. I go on making peace with my 
neighbors. I go on inviting an everlasting settlement with 
France, our great and permanent neighbor. I go on promising 
nonaggression pacts with everybody. I propose an air Locarno 
on the west front. I put forward an elaborate scheme of peace 
in Europe on a basis fair and honorable all around. Yet they 
continue to say I want war. They say I will make war. Is that 
honesty or is it ulterior-motived fraud?” 


Herr Hitler drew a handkerchief across his brow. 


“Mankind,” he said, “has just one great task: to make the 
world’s peace impregnable. Germany is ready to do her full 
part in that work.” 


One cannot help noticing Herr Hitler’s hands. He has been a 
hard worker manually. He had to work to live. And then he 
had a rough experience in war. Yet he has the hands of an 
artist. 


“I will tell you something more about this New Germany,” 
said the Ftlhrer. “We are */-imperialistic. That is a new fact in 
history. Most races and nations have been and are 
imperialistic. They have taken and held practically everything 
they found available. That has been the case from Egypt on. 
There have been many ‘melting pots,’ and in some of them 
apparently the ‘melting’ proceeds irregularly and with some 
painful seething. Germany wants neither to assimilate nor to 
be assimilated. We do not believe in these mixtures, either 
biologically or politically.” 


“But you would accept your former colonies back?” 


“Yes. But not for racial blending; for reasons of equality and 
economics only.” 


“You regard the world colonial question as of great 
importance?” 


“Very great. It is heavy with the fate of peace.” 
“Historical evolution is not yet ended?” 


“Not yet.” 


Herr Hitler agreed that historical evolution and peace were not 
mutually exclusive. 


... He resented with especial warmth the claims abroad that 
the Nazis were treaty breakers. Those claims were “baseless 
and impudent,” and came “with ineffably poor grace from 
those who pledged themselves at Versailles to follow us on our 
compulsory road to disarmament, and then went rapidly in the 
opposite direction for nineteen years on end.” The Nazis 
would be very careful as to what pacts they signed, and when 
they signed voluntarily they would honor their name “at any 
cost.” 


League of Nations? There never had been any, just an 
organization of Great Powers to get their own way. The Ftlhrer 
hoped eventually to see a League in which all the nations 
would do their part for the universal good. That, of course, 
would mean the return of the apostates, notably Japan, and the 
inclusion of America. 


“Frankly, whatever else may happen,” he said, “I should 
rejoice in a good understanding among America, Britain, and 
Germany. I do not mean anything legal. Neither anything 
exclusive. I mean simply a moral reality which I believe would 
be decisive for the peace of the world.” 


I asked him about the Jewish question. 


“We are not against the Jews as Jews, but we are for the 
Germans as Germans. Jewish domination of Germany is gone. 
Germans will run this country, the only country they have any 
desire to run; they will keep their fingers out of other people’s 
pies. Whatever may be the relative merits of Jewish and Ger- 


man cultures, we want our own. We will not be unjust to a 
minority. Neither shall we permit ethics or technique of any 
stamp to establish the intellectual, professional, and financial 
sway of one person minus over ninety-nine persons plus. That 
is not our idea of democracy.” 


“Is Germany democratic?” 


“The most democratic country in history, by the acid test of 
the popular vote. Go among our people and study them. Ask 


yourself if they look or act like slaves. I am told nearly every 
day by some visiting foreigner long acquainted with Germany 
that he never before saw our people so happy. Germany has 
shed two unspeakable abominations: the incubus of an 
incompetent and cowardly government at home, and the 
shame of a foreign interposition amounting to invasion. 
Germany has awakened from the postwar nightmare. She is 
free.” 


Marxism, Communism, chaos—out with them! Laissez-faire 
—out with it: It leads to general poverty and at last to social 
upheaval! Private property and initiative? Yes, but with a 
proviso: They must not ruin all by serving 


HITLER LIES! 


BY AMBASSADOR WILLIAM 


What Hitler says and what Hitler wants are two totally 
different things, a discrepancy between oratory and action 
which has been distressing the world for five years. 


It is surprising to read Edward Price Bell’s article, “What 
Hitler Told Me,” in which an experienced journalist seems to 
have closed 


the few in distress of the many. Lower tariffs, monetary 
stabilization, full resumption of international trade, work, 
peace—Herr Hitler speaks up for them all. 


I asked him how bloody his revolution had been. 


“Only one other in history so free from bloodshed—that of 
Fascist Italy,” declared the Filhrer. 


“What of the Blood Purge of June, 1934?” I queried. 


“Traitors sought to destroy National Socialism,” came the 
answer. “They decided to act on what they called ‘The Night 
of the Long Knives.’ They intended to assassinate every key 
man in the National Socialist regime, myself, of course, 
included. We knew all about the plot as it was taking shape. 
And we struck first.” 


I left convinced of his sincerity, his rectitude of intention, his 
high purpose according to his light. The international danger, 
such as it is, arises from suspicion and fear and 
misapprehension and their ugly, formidable children, hatred 
and swelling armaments. 
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his eyes to the tragic events, and their causes, in Europe since 
Hitler came to power. One day Hitler seizes Austria, menaces 
Czechoslovakia, the Ukraine, and Spain; the next day he 


declares that he supports and defends everlasting peace. What 
is the simple man, unversed in political maneuvering, to 
believe? 


The answer is clear. One has only to read the daily 
newspapers. Hitler, in almost every instance, has followed up 
his threats with deeds; he has conquered Austria through a 
scarcely disguised military invasion after proclaiming peaceful 
intentions. He is at open war, though undeclared, with a 
foreign Power: Spain. Therefore how can Hitler speak of 
peace when peace does not exist? It is not surprising that most 
statesmen and politicians in Europe and elsewhere avow their 
distrust of Hitler’s utterances made for foreign consumption. 


It seems either naive or intentional that Edward Price Bell, 
apparently eager to accept Fascist ideology, does not go to the 
source of that ideology as far as Germany is concerned. 
Diplomats, statesmen, journalists, and observers of the foreign 
scene consult Mein Kampf—a book now famous for its 
revelation of international Fascism and its technique—if they 
want further proof of their already amply proved contention 
that Hitler is pursuing a relentless and ruthless policy for the 
domination of Europe and Russia. This Nazi Bible is still one 
of the best sellers of all time in Germany; has been an 
undenied expression of Hitler’s ambitions and philosophy— 
past, present, and future. It is significant to note that most of 
the recent developments in Europe have followed, almost too 
closely, the pattern laid down in this book, published in 1924. 


Edward Price Bell poses the question, Is there “democracy in 
Nazi Germany?” and answers with a vigorous “Yes.” Later in 
the article Hitler is quoted as saying, Germany is “the most 
democratic country in history.” Let us hear what Hitler has to 
say about democracy in 1924 and again in 1933 in Mein Kamp 
(and it is reasonable to assume he has not changed his views or 
he would not allow the book to be a textbook for young and 
old alike and would not continue to insult democracies 
regularly at his annual party meetings and elsewhere): 
“Democracy ... is the feeding ground of that world pestilence 
which is enabled to develop there. In its out~ 


ward form of expression—the parliamentary system—it 
appeared as a ‘monstrosity of filth and fire.” Democracy has 
become an instrument of the race [the Jewish] which, in order 
to forward its own aims, has to avoid sunlight now and in all 
future time. None but a Jew can value an institution which is 
as dirty and false as he is himself.” 


Mr. Bell quotes Hitler further as saying Germany is 
democratic because of the popular vote. Any informed person 
knows by now that the vote in Germany is dominated by an 
elaborate system of terror and espionage—a dissenting voter 
having for his courage the opportunity to face concentration 
camp, prison, or rigorous and effective observation forever 
after by the secret police. One need only look at Hitler’s 
desperate fear of having a fairly democratic vote polled in 
Austria—after Schuschnigg’s fateful visit to Berchtesgaden 
about the Anschluss. Rather than chance this, Hitler risked war 
by invading Austria and declaring a controlled plebiscite. 


Furthermore, if we agreed that democracy exists in Germany, 
we should have to revise our definitions completely. The 
German nation has no freedom of the press, of religion, or of 
speech. Hitler has destroyed the parliamentary system which is 
the heart and core of democratic rule. He has substituted a 
Nazi bureaucracy, dominated by himself, which is the center 
of a system of espionage, foreign and internal, hardly matched 
in history, resulting in fear and demoralization of the 
population. 


Mr. Bell again quotes Hitler as saying that the New Germany 
would never break the peace. “I go on making peace with my 
neighbors. I go on inviting an everlasting settlement with 
France, our great and permanent neighbor. I go on promising 
nonaggression pacts with everybody. I propose an air 
Locarno.” 


There is no question whatsoever that Hitler would prefer to 
achieve all his ambitions—and they were the Kaiser’s as well 
—without war. It is too great a risk in- 


ternationally and internally. However, if he cannot accomplish 
his desired domination of Europe without war, he may not 
hesitate. Already he has taken many chances. And General 


Goring, second in command, is willing to take risks because 
he believes that Germany’s airplanes would so horrify all other 
peoples that their governments would quickly surrender; this 
has been stated many times in the last two years and even 
recently in a formal address after the seizure of Austria. 


Foreign diplomats are compelled many times a year to witness 
scenes of military display which are intended to intimidate 
them and to convince them and the governments they 
represent that Hitler’s army and air force are invincible. He 
expects to so increase the military power of his nation that no 
other Power will venture to oppose him. Unless he feels a 
strong and organized opposition among democratic Powers, or 
unless, as in the case of brave little Czechoslovakia, some 
country dares to call his bluff, this technique will continue. 


As to his attitude toward France, listen to this, in his own 
written words, now circulating in the millions: “We must be 
absolutely clear on the fact that France is the permanent and 
inexorable enemy of Germany. There can only be sense in it [a 
settlement with France] if it offers the backing for extending 
the space which our people are to inhabit in Europe.” And 
again: “... isolate France, the deadly enemy of our nation.” 


After Hitler’s reckless violation of treaties —for instance, the 
Versailles, the Locarno, and the Austrian of 1936, not to 
mention other examples of unscrupulous behavior such as the 
breaking of the Non-Intervention Pact in regard to Spain—tt is 
no wonder that all foreign nations turn away distrustfully from 
new Locarno proposals and nonaggression pacts that he brings 
periodically out of his sleeve. 


In regard to Hitler’s future policy both in Europe and in the 
colonies, he writes in Mein 


Kampf: “ ... Germany’s only hope of carrying out a sound 
territorial policy lay in acquiring fresh lands in Europe itself. 
... A colonizing policy ... could only be realized by means of 
a hard struggle, which would be far more appropriate for the 
sake of gaining territory in the continent near home... . 
England ... was the only Power which could protect our rear, 
supposing we started a new Germanic invasion [italics mine].” 


Hitler, as he has declared in these and other statements, despite 
the credulous Mr. Bell, does not want to antagonize England 
for the moment by asking seriously for colonies— though 
whenever Germany feels too uncertain she draws this red 
herring across the path of England’s imperial holdings—but 
will keep her as an ally while driving southward and eastward, 
first isolating France by the agreement with England. The 
Drang nach Osten includes all such smaller states as the Baltic 
and Balkans, then the Ukraine, which will be the first wedge 
into the Soviet Union. After that it would be scarcely of any 
use to discuss colonies, for Britain would be helpless against 
Germany’s demands. This is the plan, stated and inherent in 
everything the Nazis are doing. 


Hitler is quoted by Bell as saying, “Germans will run this 
country, the only country they have any desire to run; they will 
keep their fingers out of other people’s pies.” This recalls the 
arrogant speech he made at Nuremberg in which he described 
what the Nazis would do with Siberia and the Ukraine. Recent 
events have shown what Hitler did even to his partisans in 
Austria when they tried to run their own show. The constant 
menacing from across the Czechoslovakian border indicates 
what he contemplates there. His actual military participation in 
the Spanish war, and the part he had in fomenting the Franco 
revolt—evidence of which has been fully documented and 
published in London—make the phrase, “keeping fingers out 
of other people’s pies,” obviously empty. 





Hitler’s propaganda work in South Amer- 
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ica, which is beginning to assume alarming proportions and 
penetrates into the economic field—thereby displacing and 
disrupting a great deal of American trade there—is well 
known. During Roosevelt’s Buenos Aires Conference, Hitler 
sent spies on the special mission of hindering or destroying the 
President’s work. In the United States itself everyone has seen 
lately the extent to which the Propaganda and Secret Police 
departments (even the War Ministry) of Germany have gone to 
learn our secrets, to anticipate our plans of national defense, 


and to propagandize not only the millions of Germans and 
their descendants here but also Americans themselves. 


Hitler is also attempting to take away trade from Italy and 
France in the Balkans; to subjugate Danzig and Memel; and to 
enter into economic arrangements, if not more, with the 
Scandinavian countries, including Finland. The Poles 
themselves know that the ten-year nonaggression pact they 
signed with Hitler is only a temporary measure; that Hitler still 
has his eyes on the Polish Corridor and on Poland itself, as 
well as Czechoslovakia and Rumania, as a way to Russia. 
Hitler’s pact with Italy and Japan last year indicates what his 
stand is and will be in the Far East. These three Powers have a 
network of spies and agents all over the world. There is no 
doubt that this spells militant world Fascist technique—hardly 
keeping fingers out of other people’s pies! 


Mr. Bell quotes Hitler again as saying, “We are not against the 
Jews as Jews.” Hitler has never before been so engagingly 
tolerant as Bell would have us believe. It is patent to an ever- 
increasingly shocked world that his blasts against the Jews as 
Jews take the vicious form of the most horrifying spectacle of 
race persecution since the Middle Ages. Anyone who knows 
Hitler personally, his statements and writings, knows the 
extent to which his racial fanaticism leads him. He would like 
to see every Jew out of Germany, and he constantly does, says, 
and writes everything in his power to accomplish this. 


Not that he allows them to leave—on the contrary, he takes 
away their passports and their employment, effecting 
economic slavery, if not slow starvation, and decreasing birth 
rate, or he imprisons or executes them. It must be added, 
however, that Hitler’s insane persecution of this racial 
minority is not only the result of his psychotic lapses but also 
of his political and economic abracadabra. He must always 
find some group to bear the brunt of hard times—Catholics, 
Protestants, intellectuals, radicals, workers, the middle class, 
and now lately the industrialists and wealthy classes—each 
has served in its turn. Hunger or international blunders must be 
accounted for in some way! 


In his last paragraph, Mr. Bell asserts, “I left convinced of his 
[Hitler’s] sincerity, his rectitude of intention, his high purpose; 
... If we are to believe these things of Hitler we must revise 
our definition of words and their meanings. 


Mr. Bell concludes that the present international danger is the 
result of hatred, armaments, fear, suspicion. Partially true, of 
course, but more accurate and less evasive is the truth that 
international danger comes from three aggressive Powers in 
the world today, Japan, Italy, and Germany. They have already 
started three wars, two still going on, one concluded, with the 
starvation, murder, and agony of millions of people on their 
hands. The horror of the wars in Spain, China, and Ethiopia— 
not to mention the terrorization of Austrian peoples—treveals 
to other nations less desperate psychologically and 
economically, to what lengths militant Fascism will go. 


These irresponsible leaders of world Fascism could be 
stopped. With tremendous amounts of money, men, and 
ammunition, they still have not won the terrible Spanish 
struggle. Japan has not subjugated China and never will. These 
Fascist countries have little natural resources or raw materials, 
an arti- fically controlled currency, and a popular support they 
are ever fearful of—all of which 
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would help to paralyze them in case of a world struggle. If 
democracies, large and small alike, would cooperate and 
answer bluff with bluff, take firm political and economic 
action, war could be avoided and Fascism defeated in short 
order. Czechoslovakia 


fearlessly stood up against Germany and won. France, 
England, America, and other Powers ardently desiring peace 
could put up a front of solidarity that would intimidate and 
silence the Fascist aggressors. And this must be done if our 
civilization is to be saved! 


In 1933, Hitler brazened his way into the Chancellorship and a 
month later the Reichstag fire allowed him to seize further 
power. In 1934, the aged President Hindenburg died and, 
merging the two offices, Hitler stood forth as Fiihrer. His own 


amorality began to permeate Germany, as he subtly urged 
brutality toward minorities and those better off in the world. 


1935-1940 were the glory years. Staging theatrical mass rallies 
of cheering Party followers, flaunting his growing military 
might in parades and maneuvers, proving his fighter planes in 
the Spanish Civil War, he persuaded the world of German 
solidarity behind an invincible war machine. 


His automobile, with dimmed lights, proceeds slowly into the 
Wilhelmstrasse. Now the people cannot contain themselves 
any more. They break through the ranks of the security guards 
and push forward. A single cry of joy fills the air. And then 
come the “Heils!” They reverberate along the whole length of 
the Wilhelmstrasse. It sounds like an oath: Fiihrer, command, 
we follow in blind obedience, in unconditional readiness for 
sacrifice in steel- hard will and belief in the victory of our just 
cause. 


Fiihrer, command. We follow you, if necessary to the death. 


—German newspaper, on a Hitler departure for the fighting 
front 


In 1933-4 the new Chancellor stunned the world and cowed 
Germans by three acts of violence: the burning of the 
Reichstag by which Nazis cemented power; the murder of 
Ernst Roehm, the homosexual who had been a trusted aide; 
and the killing of Chancellor Dollfuss of Austria, who bled to 
death while Brown Shirts ransacked his office. Countess 
Radziwill, with friends in high places, believed a single scrap 
of paper lay at the bottom of these shattering events. 
[February, 1935] 


THREE MOVES TO NAZI 
POWER 


BV PRINCESS CATHERINE 
RADZIWILL 


The whole world has been openly suspicious, but until the 
present time no one has revealed the inside story of the 
burning of the German Reichstag, the sensational “blood 
purge,” and the murder of Chancellor Dollfuss of Austria. In 
this article I am going to disclose for the first time the facts 
surrounding those events. 


Once the industrial giants headed by Thyssen had taken over 
the backing of Hitler, my friends among the monarchists who 
had financed him so heavily up to this time were required to 
put up no more money, since the bills were now being paid by 
these coal and steel barons of the Ruhr. 


If some of the men among the monarchists were relieved at 
having the burden lifted from their shoulders, their women 
were not. They saw the turn events had taken. Efforts were 
made to pin Hitler down regarding what he intended to do 
about restoring the monarchy. These met with rebuffs and 
finally the remark that if the Hohenzollern faction made itself 
too obnoxious it would be crushed with the mailed fist. And 
this turned the monarchists into veritable furies against Hitler. 


Almost on the heels of it, Hitler’s utterances on matters of 
foreign policy, his attitude toward the Jews, and ill-timed 
actions and statements in connection with trade and diplomacy 
brought about boycotts and hesitancy over commercial 
relations that caused the great industrialists alarm. Like the 
monarchists, they began to realize, as some of them told me, 
that Hitler would not obey 


orders. He was endangering their whole industrial and 
commercial structure. 


When I was last in Germany quite recently I learned these 
facts, and several of the highborn ladies who were involved in 
it all told me quite calmly and confidently that if Hitler 
continues to flout the monarchists they have certain plans to 
foment civil war in order to bring matters to a head. 


Hitler could not have risen to power as he did without leaving 
weapons in the hands of those who backed him. It is well 
known that Thyssen and the bankers took receipts for the 
monies they advanced to the cause. These alone, if disclosed, 
would show the masses that Hitler had at least obligated 
himself to the industrialists. This would not sit well. There 
were other compromising documents of various kinds, some 
relating to plans for the overthrow of the government of 
Austria. Naturally, if the monarchists and industrialists had 
evidence against Hitler, he also had certain proofs that they 
were interested in running things to suit themselves. 


That leads us up to one of the strangest events of all—the 
Reichstag fire. All but one of the men accused of setting that 
fire were able to prove complete alibis, and to do it in a Nazi 
court and to defy that court and openly declare themselves to 
be Communists and what of it! One man, Van der Lubbe, a 
Hollander, was convicted and executed. Even the newspaper 
accounts admitted he was a complete blubbering idiot who 
was incapable of talking coherently, let alone offering 
testimony. 


Van der Lubbe was carefully selected to be the “goat” and take 
the blame simply because he could not tell what had happened. 
He was brought into the Reichstag before the fire was set and 
placed on a bench until the job was done, when he was 
arrested and labeled a Communist. 


Now for the motives behind the fire. Dissension and a sullen 
dissatisfaction had been brewing for some time among the 
storm troops, especially among the large numbers who had 
been strongly communistic before Hitler won them over. 
Papen, who had sponsored Hitler at the behest of the 
monarchists, was now openly challenging him. The women of 
the nobility were now working in their own way to undermine 
him. 


Prince August Wilhelm, fourth son of the Kaiser, had been a 
strong supporter of Hitler while the monarchists believed 
Hitler was with them. But now the ardent Nazis saw that 
things were coming to a stage where they would have trouble 
with both Communists and monarchists. The idea of setting 
the Reichstag afire was conceived. The Reichstag is the 
symbol of the people in government, like the Congress in the 
United States. If it seemed that someone was menacing it, 
much hullabaloo could be raised to stir the people up and draw 
them closer to their champions, their defenders, the Nazis. 


Who would menace it? The answer that was carefully passed 
around was, the Communists. But the Nazis wanted the 
monarchists in on the plan, hoping to involve them and blame 
them and thus get rid of them. And the monarchists were 
willing to be in on it, hoping to use it as a means of shaking 
Hitler out of his position. They talked this over among 
themselves in advance. 


The task of firing the Reichstag was passed on from Nazi 
headquarters to Roehm.. On the advice of a young Austrian 
count who was in Germany as an Austrian political agent, 
Roehm refused to do the job unless he received specific orders 
in writing. This confidential order actually was issued and is at 
the root of all the bloodshed since. Who 


issued it or who signed it I will not say, although this is 
known. 


When Roehm, whose devotion to Hitler had begun to cool 
when Hitler refused to restore the throne, received this written 
order he immediately notified two of the monarchist women. 
The order was photographed and copies given to Von 
Schleicher, Hitler’s enemy, and to Prince August Wilhelm, as 
well as to a couple of others. Thus the monarchists now held a 
dangerous weapon. 


Later Nazi headquarters, realizing the stupidity of that written 
order, demanded that Roehm produce the incriminating paper. 
He also notified the monarchists of this, and he refused to 
comply. 


The poor Dutch idiot was duly tried, convicted, and executed, 
and it was stated at the time that Hitler was furious at the turn 
events had taken, especially when the execution failed to 
arouse in Germany the general approval expected. The 
German people frankly suspected that the truth had not come 
out. Many openly expressed doubts, and Hitler immediately 
summoned Roehm to come from Munich, where he had taken 
refuge, to Nazi headquarters in Berlin. Roehm refused. Nazi 
headquarters then made an effort to learn what had become of 
the written order to Roehm. General von Schleicher, Prince 
August Wilhelm, and others were suspected of having been 
entrusted with it. 


Finally Hitler’s agents discovered the close friendship between 
Roehm and the young Austrian count. The conclusion was 
reached that the order for the Reichstag fire had been taken to 
Vienna and deposited with Chancellor Dollfuss, Hitler’s 
archfoe. 


One of the men who were known to be involved in it from the 
monarchist side later told me that the actual break between 
Hitler and Papen occurred after the fire when, he asserted, 
Papen informed Hitler his fate would be sealed if he stirred 
against the Hohenzollerns or tried to involve them in this 
incendiarism. 


Nazis and monarchists now stood 


definitely arrayed against each other in secret. Hereupon began 
the events leading up to the infamous “blood purge” during 
which so many Nazi leaders and others were slaughtered. 


Roehm knew he had to act. He decided that the time had come 
to remove Hitler from the scene. He began plotting. He tried to 
get General von Schleicher into his conspiracy to oust Hitler. I 
have been privately informed that Schleicher wanted nothing 
to do with Roehm but was interested if he could be assured it 
would rid Germany of Hitler. Schleicher was hated by Hitler, 
whom he had put in jail in 1923. He, too, was an ardent 
monarchist and several times in his official capacity he had 
clipped the wings of the industrial barons and bankers. 


The monarchists who had been so devoted to Hitler were all 
pretty deeply involved in this conspiracy with Roehm and 
Roehm’s satellite, Karl Ernst. 


Word was secretly passed around that the moment was at 
hand. Some of the women talked. Hitler heard of it. 


The one thing that Roehm, Ernst, and the other plotters feared 
most was the position of the Reichswehr or regular army, 
which—officers, staff, and rank and file—hated the Nazis and 
their storm troops and especially their leader, the arrogant 
Roehm. There was too great a possibility that when Roehm, 
Ernst, and their following started their revolt the Reichswehr 
might interfere. It was the plan of Roehm and his gang to seize 
the Staff headquarters in Berlin, kill the officers of the General 
Staff, and take the reins of the regular troops themselves. 


There were few of the Reichswehr in Berlin to protect the 
Staff, whereas the city was overrun with storm troops all set 
for the coup. That explains why Reichswehr detachments were 
hurried to Berlin just a few hours before the bloodshed began. 
Hitler had learned the details of the plot and the General Staff 
officers had learned of it also. The first thing Hitler did when 
he struck, beating the traitors in his own camp to the blow, was 
to 


rush loyal storm troops to guard the General Staff. This 
explains why it may be a bit more difficult now for any 
revolution to get started. The Reichswehr, which hated Hitler, 
is now grateful. 


However, there is more to be explained concerning the “blood 
purge.” Roehm, Ernst, and the other Nazi chieftains who 
participated in it received short shrift. At the same time several 
prominent leaders who had nothing whatever to do with it but 
who had been openly antagonistic to Hitler politically were 
also slaughtered, thus making a wholesale job of wiping out 
opposition. Many have been wondering why Frau von 
Schleicher, the general’s wife, was first tortured and then 
killed, and why Hitler himself rushed to Munich to be present 
at the arrest of Roehm. The explanation is that it was hoped to 
get from Roehm, or to obtain from Frau von Schleicher by 


torturing her, that incriminating order for the Reichstag fire, or 
at least to find out where it was. 


The world also asked why Prince August Wilhelm was 
arrested in connection with this “blood purge” and then very 
mysteriously released. 


The monarchists are actually giving the answer when they 
boast that Hitler did not dare harm him, and when they assert 
the prince defied Hitler and told him that if one hair of his 
head was touched all the evidence of the intrigues and 
scheming and also that concerning the Reichstag fire would 
immediately be given to the world. 


Hitler could not pin any direct connection with the whole 
affair on Papen, although it was generally known that once 
Hitler had been disposed of, Papen would be the new 
chancellor. Then, as we all knew, the venerable and senile 
President Hindenburg was to call on the Hohenzollerns, in the 
name of the German people, to return. 


One of the reasons why Hitler has been so determined in his 
efforts to bring Austria under his control was that as Germany 
got too hot for the monarchist intriguers against him, some of 
them found a welcome in Austria. 


The Princess of Starhemberg, whose son is prominent in 
Austrian affairs, is a distant relative of mine. She has been one 
of those working for the restoration of the monarchies. In fact, 
when it looked as if Hitler would be overthrown in the 
impending coup, she could not keep her joy to herself. She 
was one of the women who talked too much. So did the lonely 
widowed Empress Zita of Austria, whose son, Otto, I would 
not be surprised to see restored to the Austrian throne any day 
now. 





It is rather well known in Germany upper circles that the 
“will” in which Hindenburg is alleged to have asked the 
German people to follow Hitler and the Nazi cause loyally, 
since it had united Germany, would probably astound the 
venerable soldier if he could come back and read it. In all 
likelihood he would ask what had become of the farewell 
message he prepared and in which he asked the German 
people to work for the restoration of the monarchy. There is no 
doubt concerning the actuality of this particular message 
which Hindenburg wrote. He discussed it with entirely too 
many of the monarchists, who could quote whole paragraphs 
of it. 


After the “blood purge,” the climax of the whole situation still 
was to come. On July 25 the most daring stroke of all was 
perpetrated by the Nazis in the cold-blooded murder of 
Chancellor Dollfuss of Austria. When the little man was shot 
down in his government offices in Vienna and left to lie slowly 
bleeding to death while the Nazi raiding party 


held off would-be rescuers, the last powerful enemy that the 
Hitlerites dared to strike at was removed. And Berlin had sent 
out what amounted to notices of his death sometime before the 
actual killing. 


The reason for the murder of Dollfuss was that the Nazis 
believed that a written order for the firing of the Reichstag 
building was in his possession. As he lay dying over a period 
of hours during which, as was later testified at the trials of the 
raiding party, a physician could have saved him by stopping 
the blood, and while he pleaded in vain for a priest to 
administer the last rites, all he got was a questioning by his 


captors. It also developed at the trials that his body had been 
searched and his offices and desk gone through. This was only 
lightly touched on as a matter of course at the trials. 


Now for what may be regarded as startling circumstantial 
evidence that Berlin knew all about the impending murder of 
Dollfuss in advance. Dollfuss was killed on July 25. Three 
days before, on July 22, a secret circular was prepared—and 
on the twenty-fifth it was sent to the principal German 
newspapers, with an obituary article about Dollfuss as the 
Nazi government wanted his story told! 


By some stroke the Paris newspaper Figaro obtained one of 
these “press-release” circulars and published it in facsimile. Its 
significance was lost in the welter of strife that threatened to 
engulf Austria, Italy, France, Germany, and Czechoslovakia in 
a war during those tense days. 


The world could not believe the early stories of concentration 
camps, with floggings and death by starvation. Yet they 
existed; their inmates were Jews and alleged enemies of the 
Nazi state. Pauline Kohler, an attractive young woman of 
twenty, was encountered earlier in these pages, for she lived to 
become a maid in Hitler’s household. [June, 1940] 
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BV PAULINE KOHLER 


I HAD A JOB ironing shirts at Mueller’s laundry in Karlsruhe 
on the day Adolf Hitler became Chancellor of Greater 
Germany. But I had few thoughts for this political upheaval, 
since I was madly in love and soon to be a bride. 


Ten days later I was married. Kurt was foreman of Mueller’s 
packing department. While Kurt and I were honeymooning in 
Berlin, I got a telegram from my mother telling me that my 
father had been arrested. He was a Social Democrat and an 
ardent trade- union worker. When I returned to Karlsruhe a 
neighbor told me that the Gestapo had taken my mother too. 


I have never heard of either of them again. 


Mueller’s assistant foreman in the packing department wanted 
Kurt’s job. So he denounced my husband to the police as an 
enemy of the Reich. Four S. A. men came to our flat at 
midnight. They dragged Kurt from bed beside me and kicked 
him down the stairs to a car. It was the last time I saw him in 
Germany. Within three weeks of marriage I had lost my 
parents and my husband. 


I left Karlsruhe, with not a penny left in the world, to become 
maid of all work to a schoolmaster and his wife in Munich. 
Frau Hornbach, my new mistress, did not know I was married 
until one day she found me crying in the kitchen. Desperate 
for a little sympathy, I told her everything. She was very 
sympathetic. She released in me all the pent- up emotion I had 
been concealing. I committed an irretrievable error. I cursed 
Adolf Hitler. 


As soon as I had calmed down, Frau Hornbach sent me to bed. 
She was a good German 


citizen. She told her husband, with the result that he 
immediately reported me by telephone and, at midnight, two 
S. A. men came and arrested me. 


I knew it was hopeless to protest or to struggle, so I dressed 
quietly and went down to the slick new limousine the two men 
had commandeered. My guards were not more than twenty 
years old. I am—or was—not unattractive, and I was twenty- 
three. The youths sat on either side of me in the back of the 
car. They began to exchange obscene remarks about my figure. 
I tried not to listen. Said one of them mockingly: 


“Do you think those curves are real, Lutze? Or is it one of 
those French tricks?” 


The other one replied, “Well, it’s easy to find out. What’s 
holding you back?” 


I bit his hand. 


Lutze struck me in the face with his fist. A huge gold ring on 
his finger cut me over the eye. I submitted to manhandling for 
the rest of the journey. When we reached the police 
headquarters I was taken before a young captain by the two S. 
A. men. 


“What’s the charge?” he asked. 


“Slander of the Ftlhrer and intrigue with enemies of the Reich 
already under arrest.” 


“Take her to Koch.” 


I was hustled down a corridor to a small room filled with 
tobacco haze where a paunchy middle-aged man sat back in a 
swivel chair with his feet on the desk. His face was mottled 
with red splotches, and when he roared at my guards, I 
shuddered. 


“What’s she here for, black or white?” he growled. 
“White,” said Lutze’s companion. 


I discovered later that this meant I was merely under suspicion 
and not the object of any specific charge or the victim of any 
Nazi’s personal venom. It was lucky for me. Those arrested 


“for white” may be and often are released early from the 
concentration camps. 


Sergeant Koch began to take an interest in me. “You’ll be out 
in no time, little girl,” he said. And then added, with a leer, “If 
you’re a good girl and do as you’re told. ” 


I shivered again. He saw it and scowled. “You'll learn not to 
be so sensitive here, you little slut.” 


He picked up the telephone, pressed a button, and said, “Send 
Anna to me.” 


Anna, brown-smocked and so bulky that even Koch seemed 
slim beside her, came up two minutes later. Her face was as 
hard as flint. Koch filled in a form, handed it to her, and said, 
“Sign for the new pigeon, Anna.” 


Then he winked and said, “Look after her carefully as a favor 
to me. She’s rather sensitive.” 


Anna seized my arm and jerked her thumb toward the door. I 
went meekly. 


The women’s section of the Munich police prison was fuller 
than ever in its history. The crimes of ninety percent of the 
women prisoners were simply that their husbands had incurred 
the hatred of the Nazis. Before I was allotted to a cell, I was 
taken for medical examination. This, I discovered, was an 
excuse for the young Nazi doctor in charge to compel any 
attractive girl to undress before him. Next I was given a bath 
—scrubbed with floor brushes by two burly wardresses. 


One of my cell mates was a middle-aged housewife. Her name 
was Mittelmann, and she seemed overcome chiefly by the 
disgrace of going to prison. She wept continually. The other 
inmate of Cell 79 was more interesting. She was a Jewess, and 
was most hauntingly beautiful. She told me her name was 
Jetty, but I never found out her surname. She was the wife of a 
doctor who had already fallen a victim to the terror. Brown 
Shirts had shot 


him as he was trying to escape from his home after a friend 
had telephoned to warn him. 


Jetty was always reproaching herself for his death. “Oh, 
Pauline,” she choked, “he would have got away in time if I 
hadn’t held him in my arms so long. I couldn’t bear to let him 
go. I loved him too much. I killed him, Pauline, I killed him!” 


She told me of the treatment in the prison, where she had been 
for three weeks. She warned me never to show my feelings at 
the sights I would see, and to submit to the obscene behavior 
of the S. A. men when I was called for examination. “If you 
do,” she said, “you are much more likely not to be seriously 
bothered.” 


Most of the Nazi prison officials were cases of sex complexes, 
it seemed. Sadism, cruelty for its own sake, was the 
commonest kind. The first time I saw a girl stripped and 
flogged on the exercise ground I fainted from sheer horror; but 
I became hardened to worse sights than that. Meanwhile, we 
three cell mates had no uniforms, only the dresses we had been 
arrested in. My first meal made me sick. It consisted of a tin 
mug full of an evilsmelling stew, with a piece of dry bread and 
a mug of water. Jetty said, “You’d better eat it, my dear. The 
Nazis won’t care in the least if you starve to death.” 


I finally forced myself to eat it. 


At 5 AM a wardress opened the cell door and told Jetty to get 
dressed. She obeyed calmly, and before she went she kissed 
me and said, “I don’t expect I shall see you again, Pauline. 
Good-bye, and be brave.” 


The wardress struck her across the face and dragged her out 
into the corridor. I wept until we were told to get up, at six 
o’clock. 


That morning Frau Mittelmann told me that her husband had 
been manager of a department at the Munich gasworks. He 
had never taken any interest in politics, but one day he had 
told his assistant not to get mixed up with hoodlums who 
fought at street corners as the Nazis did. The assistant repeated 
these words to the Nazis and got his superior’s job as a reward. 


“But you?” I said. “Surely they have nothing against you?” 


“I was so upset, I told my neighbor I thought Hitler was a 
blackguard,” sobbed Frau Mittelmann, “and she told the 
Gestapo.” 


My first three days in the prison were fairly uneventful. The 
fourth morning we were all ordered to the exercise yard two 
hours earlier than usual. We were drawn up in two ranks. Four 
Brown Shirts appeared at the entrance gates. They dragged in 
a curious wooden contraption with armholes in side pillars. 


It turned out to be a flogging block. 


The governor of the prison, accompanied by the young doctor 
who had examined me, entered the yard. Behind him, held up 
by two wardresses, came a young woman prisoner. I 
discovered later that she was a new arrival who had been so 
outraged by the “medical examination” by the doctor that she 
had picked up an inkstand and cut open his head with it. I had 
noticed that he was wearing a strip of sticking plaster across 
his left temple. 


The governor addressed us. “Prisoners,” he said, “you are 
going to witness an example of the punishment meted out to 
those who attempt violence against the upholders of law and 
order.” 


He stood aside. The half-fainting girl was handed to the Brown 
Shirts, who held her by the arms while the doctor stripped her 
down to the waist. He then signed to them to fasten her to the 
block. 


They fastened her ankles with small chains and thrust her limp 
arms through the holes. 


For the first time she now seemed to become aware of what 
was happening to her. A heartrending groan escaped her lips. 
She looked at us with a wild appeal in her eyes. It was 
agonizing. 


A Brown Shirt took a stand behind her and slashed the air with 
a many-tailed whip. Then the governor lifted a hand. The first 
blow fell. The victim’s cries were drowned by involuntary 
screams from half a dozen of us. After the sixth stroke, she 
seemed to lose con— 


sciousness. After the twelfth, the governor ordered the man to 
stop and motioned to the doctor, who jerked back her drooping 
head and looked into her eyes. He made no attempt to examine 
her back, which was crimson with blood. 


He nodded to two wardresses, who stood by while the men 
unshackled her. Before the women could grab her, she 
collapsed. One of the men emptied a bucket of water over her. 
It revived her and she began to groan. The wardresses dragged 
her away. 


The governor addressed us again: “The penalty for attack on 
prison officials is death. This girl has been spared. Remember, 
if you try to do as she did, you may not be so lucky. Dismiss.” 


Lucky! 


Anna gave us the signal to march back indoors, and we were 
quickly shepherded to our cells. 


I have seen twenty-three women flogged in German prisons, 
but it was this first sight that affected me most deeply. I was 
almost unconscious as I walked into my cell, and when Frau 
Mittelmann began to weep and wail about how awful it had 
been, I fell in a dead faint on the floor. The good woman 
revived me with the few drops of water we had in the cell. She 
told me I had been “out” for nearly five minutes. 


Two days after this, Anna came to my cell in the afternoon and 
said, “Follow me.” I followed her with my heart pounding 
hard. Was I to be flogged? 


I was taken to the young captain who had interviewed me the 
day I arrived. His name was Muegel. He stared at me for a 
minute, then ordered Anna out of the room. Then he opened a 
thin file of papers on his desk and read them. I was amazed at 
the details about me that the Nazis had dug up. At last he said: 


“Did your father teach you to believe in trade-unionism and 
Social Democracy?” 


I replied with perfect truth that I had never had any interest in 
politics, and neither had my husband. 


“But your husband and your parents are under arrest, you 
know,” he said. “What about that?” 


I declared heatedly that they had been arrested on false 
evidence from people who had grudges against them. 


He said, “There doesn’t seem to be much evidence against you 
—except on the charge of defamation of the Ftihrer. That is a 
very serious charge.” 


I tried to explain that I had not meant what I had said about the 
Ftihrer; that I had been overwrought. 


Muegel got up and came around to me. “I think you might get 
out pretty soon,” he said with a smile. 


I almost burst into tears of joy as I thanked him. But he had 
not finished. 


“That is, if you behave yourself here. But I’m sure you will. I 
rather like you. And I have a little influence in this place.” He 
came closer, breathing heavily. “In fact, you’re a beautiful girl, 
Pauline.” 


I wanted to scream. Then I remembered what Jetty had told 
me about submitting instead of struggling. I tried to seem 
calm. I even forced a smile. He suddenly gathered me in his 
arms and began to kiss me... . 


I was weeping when Anna was summoned to take me away. 
Her only comment to me was, “Straighten your dress. We 
won’t have any sloppiness here.” 


In due course I was sent on to serve six months in the Dachau 
concentration camp. I was taken there with five other women, 
two of whom were Jewesses. We arrived at seven o’clock one 
November morning. I am bound to say for dreadful Dachau 
that the medical examination given me there was the genuine, 
decent thing. 


This time I was allotted to a cell with three others. My stay, as 
it turned out, was to last only nine weeks. That, however, was 
quite long enough for me to see my full share of the horrors 
that so many writers have described. I will confine my account 
of Dachau to one appalling episode. 


A Jewess named Berta Minauer was re~ 


ported by a wardress for disobedience and was sent for by the 
camp commandant. I happened to be about ten yards behind 
her as she crossed the exercise yard between two S. A. men. I 
had been sent with a message to the camp kitchens. 


Suddenly she screamed, snatched a knife from the belt of one 
man and plunged it into the other man’s back. A sentry and I 
were the only witnesses. The uninjured man had knocked her 
down by the time the sentry opened the gate and rushed in. He 
sent the S. A. man for help and then began kicking the 
wretched Berta in the face. He roared curses. I think the girl 
must have become demented, for she was screaming back at 
him, and she managed to get to her feet and even tried to 
grapple with him. He felled her, and she lay writhing as he 
went on kicking her ferociously. Three S. A. men arrived with 
a stretcher and picked up the man she had stabbed. 


Suddenly they and the sentry caught the Jewess up and 
dragged her to the wall of one of the huts. The sentry then 
plunged his bayonet through her stomach and pinned her 
writhing body to the wall. 


Then the men tore at her clothes until she was half naked and 
began to kick her systematically. The sentry tore handfuls of 
hair from her scalp. Before they had finished, she was dead. 


They stood looking at her broken body for a few minutes. 
Then the sentry withdrew his bayonet, let the body fall, and 
wiped off the steel on her clothes. The S. A. man went off 
indoors and the sentry went back to his gate. Not one of them 
had paid the slightest attention to me. I crept indoors by 
myself. 


When we were all out for exercise two hours later, there was 
no trace of the scene... . 


On January 26, 1934, thanks to the good offices of a friendly 
official, I was released for good behavior. I was examined by a 
doctor (no one is allowed to leave bearing marks of 
punishment) and told to sign a document affirming that I had 
been justly 


treated and would never discuss anything seen or heard in the 
prison camp. 


I was also given back my own clothes and told to report to the 
villa of one Herr Kastner, 


where I would go to work as a housemaid. 
And so, at last, I said farewell to dread Dachau... . 


Race and space lay at the heart of Hitler programs. He saw his 
Germans as a pure-blooded master race with lebensraum, or 
limitless living space, a God-given right. To attain this he 
needed more and better Aryans. Van Paassen was author of the 
highly successful book Days of Our Years. [July, 1940] 


MOTHERHOOD FOR THE 
FATHERLAND 


BV PIERRE VAN PAASSEN 


Womanhood is industrialized in Germany today. The Filhrer 
has decreed that maternity is a state function, subject to 
production regulations like any part of the planned economy of 
the Third Reich. Sex has been regimented no less than the 
airplane industry. Love is now mechanized and runs on a 
twenty-four-hour schedule, with the slogan: Germany Needs 
Children. 


The high-sounding phrases in which the theoreticians of 
Nazism extolled the chastity of the German woman are taboo 
today, and are being suppressed. The interests of the state 
require a higher birth rate, bellow the leaders of the totalitarian 
state on the Rhine, and it is the duty of the German woman to 
heed the command. A noisy, untiring propaganda machine is 
streamlining the innocent, blushing blonde maiden and the 
demure, practical Hausfrau into lusty It girls demanding 
motherhood as their fulfillment in the new world Hitler is 
creating. 


The Nazi drive for an increased birth rate is 


nothing new. Ever since Hitler came to power he has raised the 
cry for more children as part and parcel of his plan to 
regenerate the German people. But until about a year ago the 
emphasis was placed on marriage, the founding of a family. 
Today it is motherhood as such, without regard to marital 
status, that is being stressed. No longer is the illegitimacy of 
children held up as a disgrace. On the contrary, it is shrewdly 
presented as indicating German womanhood’s overzealousness 
in obeying the FUhrer. The Nazi regime is systematically 
revolutionizing the German tradition of family life. In the 
process it is destroying German morality. 


Only one kind of illegitimacy exists, shriek the government 
advocates of a rise in the German birth rate: impurity of race. 
When a true Nazi man and woman, both of whom believe 
implicitly in the leadership of Hitler, are united, the fruit of 
their union is necessarily a legitimate German child, regardless 
of whether they are legally wed. That is the most 


recent interpretation of legitimacy by the brown-uniformed 
sociologists. 


Hitler’s marriage-promotion policy had failed, after five years 
of intensive propaganda backed by special laws and 
governmental regulations. Obviously the economic basis was 
lacking. The earning capacity of the Germans under Nazi rule 
simply did not permit an increase in early marriages and the 
expansion of the family. In vain did the state use every means 
of economic pressure at its command: heavy taxation of 
bachelors, state wedding gifts, premiums for large families, 
awards to especially fecund mothers, employment privileges 
for married men and women. All to no avail. After a sporadic 
upsurge of marriage and a slight increase in the birth rate, 
Hitler’s attempt to enlarge the German race biologically had to 
be acknowledged a flop. German mothers did not want to feed 
their children on Ersatz- 


“A land without children is a land without a future” has been 
the slogan ever since the Nazis set out to “regenerate” the 
German people. Unless the birth-rate chart takes a drastic 
upward curve, the Germany of tomorrow will be a living space 
without people, warns the same government which has been 
justifying the present war on the grounds that the German 
people had insufficient living space. So confused have the 
Germans already become that they no longer seek to reconcile 
these two demands. “Our Ftlhrer knows what he wants” is the 
only reply a German gives when cornered into admitting that 
the two are contradictory. 


The Geopolitical Institute at Munich confronted Hitler with 
the “grave” dilemma that fifty years hence there would be only 
45,000,000 Germans, of whom two-thirds would be over fifty 
years of age, and of whom only 8,000,000 would be children. 
“What is going to happen to the Greater Germany of the year 


2000?” lamented the members of the permanent military 
academy. “We need a population of 100,000,000 true 
Germans, not annexed, from which to draw our soldiers.” 


Hitler ordered the scientists of Germany into action. 
Psychologists, biologists, sexologists, and sociologists met to 
confer on the problem. A means had to be found to increase 
the birth rate substantially. 


The result of the “scientific” survey startled even the Ftlhrer. 
The social thinkers of the Third Reich had come to the 
conclusion that the mobilization of sex was slowed up when it 
was confined to matrimonial bounds. The encouraging of 
marriage raised a number of economic issues which the 
exchequer of the Reich could not very well tackle at a time 
when production was geared up for war purposes exclusively. 
Besides, it wasted the surplus female population of Germany. 


Unless Hitler was prepared to institute polygamy—and for 
weeks that possibility was seriously considered—over two 
million women were condemned to childlessness. The slogans 
for the rehabilitation of the German family had to be forgotten. 
A new conception of morality had to be inculcated. The 
bachelor girl must be brought to accept motherhood for the 
sake of the Vaterland. 


In a totalitarian state, morality is a matter of propaganda, 
Hitler has always maintained. Time and again the German 
dictator has demonstrated this pet theory. In the days 
preceding the war, he transformed, within twenty-four hours, 
England’s Premier Neville Chamberlain from an 
understanding friend of Germany into an object of contempt 
and derision for all Germans. “My orders will be followed 
blindly” is Hitler’s cutting rejoinder to any dissents ventured 
in high Nazi councils. 


The blitzkrieg Hitler has decreed against the decline in the 
birth rate is in full swing in Germany today. The attack is 
made simultaneously on all fronts, through all channels of 
public opinion. A warning finger is pointed at the blushing 
flapper, the happy bride, the married or unmarried young 
woman: “Produce children if you want Germany to survive!” 


The ideal of dedicating herself to the state 


is instilled into the Nazi girl at an early age. “The goal of 
feminine education must manifestly be the mother of the 
future” is Hitler’s slogan, prominently displayed in all girls’ 
clubs and schools. The Bund Deutscher Maedchen, the 
national girls’ organization, takes in girls between the ages of 
ten and twenty-one. From ten to fourteen they are called 
Jungmaedel; from fifteen to twenty- one, Maedel. Pregnancy 
does not disqualify a member. On the contrary, it gives her 
distinction. Until about a year ago the program of the Bund 
Deutscher Maedchen included a great deal of sport. Now sport 
is being replaced by co-ed hikes, picnics, and joint reading 
classes. Hitler’s dictum, ““We see in woman the eternal mother 
of our nation,” is featured by class leaders like a daily prayer. 


While Joseph Goebbels, who steers the all- powerful Nazi 
propaganda machine, takes care that Hitler’s appeal for more 
mothers retains a religious tone, he does not neglect the most 
vulgar means of stimulating sex life within the nation. 
Pornographic literature and pictures, against which the Nazi 
regime thundered so vociferously as non-Aryan tools for the 
degeneration of their people, are now freely circulated, side by 
side with the sanctimonious slogans of the Ftlhrer. 


Motion pictures for home consumption only, made under the 
strict supervision of the Staatsfilmkontrolle, glorify the girl 
who finds her fulfillment in maternity. Numberless stories 
center about the proud German girl who accepts an unhappy 
love adventure with fortitude and finds solace in her newborn 
child. Titles such as “Love and Plenty of It,” “School for 
Love,” “Love Takes a Holiday,” “Maternity Ecstasy,” all 
referring to the all-conquering motherhood of husbandless 
heroines, adorn the marquees of movie houses in city and 
country. Even imported American movies have often been 
given vague German captions so as to underplay the legal 
aspects of romance. 


Smiling young motherhood reigns supreme 


in the popular magazines, radio sketches, and popular songs. 
Little time or talk is wasted on the father, except that it is 
always understood that he is a pure Aryan whom patriotic or 


other duties prevented from legalizing his love exploits. The 
Casanova type, who loves ’em and leaves ’em, is the role 
attributed to the “hero” of these love stories. And the local 
Nazi political bosses frequently sponsor socials modeled after 
the old Teutonic Mother’s Night. Instead of reverence for 
motherhood, there are wild orgies to stimulate the rise of the 
birth rate. 


But whether cloaked in patriotic language or openly given a 
cheap immoral tone, the appeal to German women to resign 
themselves to becoming machines for the mass production of 
future parachute jumpers or steamrolling suicide squads is 
brutal in its approach, degrading in its very procedure. It 
reduces the German woman to the status of a brood mare or a 
child-bearing slave. For the Nazi regime is giving its mother- 
women the privilege of performing more difficult and 
exhausting tasks than are expected in any other country 
beyond the stage of primitive tribalism. The only respite 
comes in the last few months of pregnancy. 


The error made during the last war, which resulted in an 
unprecedented fall of the birth rate, is not being repeated by 
the German government. An efficient visiting service of 
German women to the front and to Nazi- occupied areas has 
been carried on since the beginning of hostilities. Carloads of 
eager patriotic girls and women are dispatched to the warriors 
of the fatherland, who are admonished to spurn any contact 
with foreign women. It would be dreadful indeed, preach the 
German military leaders, if “our victories resulted in 
increasing the population of our enemies.” German 
motherhood must march on even while the soldiers are in the 
trenches. 


The male warrior annihilating everything that stumbles into 
his path, the female slave humbly providing new legions of 
soldiers, have become the prototypes of what Hitler 


calls the new Germanic civilization. It is for this civilization 
that the Nazi leaders demand more Lebensraum, more space, 
for the millions of still unborn children of the pure, superior, 
conquering German race. 


In the eyes of the German woman Hitler has become the 
personification of the hero, the ideal man. For her this comic- 
looking ex- paperhanger has the aura of a mythological figure. 
Millions of German girls see in him 


the ultimate, never-attainable bridegroom. Altogether, he has 
succeeded in creating an inexhaustible source for what he 
views as a continually self-multiplying army of automatons 
who will die clicking their heels for the unhaltable 
agerandizement of Germany, conqueror of Europe. And he 
fondly believes he has assured the world hegemony of 
Germany for a thousand years to come. 


“Whom, then, in Germany are we going to deal with when the 
Nazis desert the sinking ship and the Allies march into the 
crumbling Third Reich? 


“This is the most crucial question of the peace for the Western 
World.” [July, 1944] 


WHO CAN TAKE OVER 
WHEN HITLER IS 
DEFEATED? 


BV WILLIAM L. SHIRER 


No MAN can foretell the day on which Nazi Germany will 
collapse. Most of us have forgotten that the German collapse 
in 1918 came so suddenly that it took not only the Allied 
leaders but most Germans completely by surprise. 


The Allied Command counted on at least another year of 
fighting. Actually, Hin- denburg and Ludendorff threw up the 
sponge on September 29, 1918—six weeks before the 
armistice. On that day they informed the Kaiser in the name of 
the Supreme Army Command that an armistice must be sought 
at once, that the war was lost. A popular German historian is 
authority for the statement 


that this declaration of the Supreme Command “came as a 
complete surprise even to the chief military and political 
authorities in Germany.” 


The collapse of Nazi Germany, in my opinion, may come so 
suddenly that it, too, will surprise not only us but the Germans. 


The date of Hitler’s downfall depends, of course, upon the 
speed with which the Anglo- American invasion from the west 
and the new Russian offensives from the east develop. Here 
too a parallel with 1918 is likely. Then the great Allied 
counter-offensive began on July 18 after the Germans, in one 
last desperate gamble, had advanced to the forest 
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of Compiegne and the Marne. Within less than four months 
the Kaiser had fled and the German Empire was prostrate. 


But when Germany crumbles this time, one thing is certain. In 
1918, the Allies, egged on by President Wilson, insisted on 
dealing with a “democratic” Germany. This time there will be 
no “democratic” Germany to deal with, except in the fervid 
minds of a few well- meaning German exiles and their misled 
friends in Great Britain and the United States. 


After the last war there existed in Germany a powerful 
opposition party, that of the Social Democrats. It had the 
enthusiastic backing of perhaps half of the voting population 
and was strongly supported by the most disciplined and well- 
organized trade-union movement in the world. It was this 
party which took over when the Kaiser decamped and, with 
the help of the Army under General Groener, maintained 
order, put down revolution from the Left and the Right, and 
finally—even though it was a Socialist party—set up the 
bourgeois German Republic. 


But there is no such opposition group that can take over power 
in Germany this time. Hitler and Himmler have seen to that. 
The Social Democrat party which, when Hitler came to power 
in 1933, was second in size to the Nazi party, was dissolved, as 
all political groups were. For a while, during the early years of 
the Nazi regime, it tried to reorganize underground. But 
Himmler’s Gestapo easily took care of the organizers. Some of 
the former leaders of the party have lived comfortably on 
pensions provided them by the Nazi government. They could 
be resurrected only by a phony “democratic” regime designed 
to fool the Allies. 


One hears much in this country, especially from certain 
German exiles, about the “underground” in Germany. Allied 
leaders are urged to deal with it when Hitler goes. 
Unfortunately, the underground in Germany scarcely exists. 
Himmler has done a thorough job, though his job has not been 
as difficult 


as some friends of Germany in this country would like to 
think. 


This is because—contrary to the popular belief in America— 
the vast majority of the German people have been behind 
Hitler in this war. It is ludicrous to believe, as apparently so 


many Americans do, that Germany could have overrun a 
continent without the loyal and active support of the bulk of 
the German people. It has always seemed to me utterly naive 
to think that the stupendous achievements of Germany in this 
war could have been wrung from an unwilling, rebellious 
nation—even by Himmler’s terrorist methods. 


The German worker, who before Hitler was either a Socialist 
or a Communist, has performed superhuman tasks in turning 
out weapons for the Nazi war machine. And though here and 
there a few workers sulked, none of them dreamed of 
organizing for revolt against Nazism. 


Of the few underground movements in Germany, the strongest, 
when I left there at the end of 1940, was that of the 
Communists. But it was pitifully weak. Even if Stalin desired 
it, which I doubt, the Communist Party would be in no 
position to take over power in Germany on the demise of the 
Nazi regime. 


Whom, then, in Germany are we going to deal with when the 
Nazis desert the sinking ship and the Allies march into the 
crumbling Third Reich? 


This is the most crucial question of the peace for the Western 
world. Upon its answer will depend whether at last, after two 
devastating German wars in a generation, we are going to get a 
relatively lasting peace by solving the problem of German 
aggression. Despite the cost in millions of Allied lives, we 
failed to solve that problem the last time. When and how did 
we fail? 


I think there were two reasons. We dealt with the wrong 
people in Germany at the wrong time. And we did not know, 
or did not want to know, what elements in Germany really 
kept the power, and that they were the 
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forces which would always drive the Reich into new 
aggressions at the first opportune moment. 


These forces were, principally, the Junker militarist caste, the 
German industrialists, and the Pan-German intellectuals. 


President Wilson did not want to deal with them when the time 
for Germany’s surrender came. This was a stupendous 
mistake. For, by forcing the democratic elements in Germany 
to do the surrendering, he saddled them with a terrible onus. It 
was they who could then be blamed in Germany for the defeat, 
instead of those who were really responsible for it—that is, the 
militarists and the groups around them. 


Had we in 1918 insisted that the Kaiser and Ludendorff and 
Hindenburg surrender for Germany, we might not be wasting 
our heritage in a war today. Such a step would have ended the 
Hohenzollerns, anyway, and the Junker-led army could never 
have survived such a humiliation. 


Can we not this time learn the lesson of 1918? If we can, we 
will demand surrender from Hitler, the Nazi regime, and the 
Wehr- macht commander-in-chief. 


Now, obviously, it may be impossible to force Hitler or even 
some of his Nazi henchmen, such as Gdring, to do the actual 
surrendering. They know they will be liquidated by the very 
fact of having lost the war. Hitler, I am convinced, will commit 
suicide the moment all is lost. GOring, no doubt, will flee to 
Sweden, as he did after the abortive Munich putsch. 
Goebbels’s plan, I have reason to believe, is to scurry to 
Switzerland, where he is said to have already salted away 
enough gold to last him the rest of his days. 


But even if these top men do get away, we can see to it that 
some Nazi bigwig takes part in the surrender in the name of 
his foul regime. It will not be difficult to force the ranking 
field marshal of the German Army to participate. The reason 
Hindenburg did not go to Compiegne in November, 1918, was 
that the Allies did not ask him to. 


The Allies this time should insist on such a 


surrender, and unless present plans are changed, it will be 
unconditional. 


What then? 


Then, you may be sure, the Allied Command and whatever 
Allied political leaders are on h&nd at the occupation will be 


assailed by a whole host of Germans begging that we deal with 
them. This will be the moment on which our future, so far as 
peace is concerned, will hang. For, if we are stupid or blind 
enough to deal with the assortment of Germans which most 
certainly will present itself, we might as well start preparing 
for World War III. These men will all be out to save Germany 
from the terrible consequences of defeat, and most of them, if 
we fall for their deceptions as we did after 1918, will lose no 
time in beginning to prepare for the third German war. After 
all, they will quite rightly calculate that Germany is bound to 
win a war sometime if it is allowed to fight enough wars. 


And who will these German gentlemen be who will come 
running to us begging us to let them rule the Reich? 


Countess Rosie Goldschmidt Waldeck, a German woman now 
an American citizen, recently devoted a whole book to 
chronicling the candidates. It is a sorry list for anyone who 
knows Germany. She saw two military men as possible 
Badoglios—GOring and Rommel. She thought Dr. Otto 
Meissner, the unprincipled intriguer who served as Secretary 
of State first to the Socialist president, Ebert, then to President 
Hindenburg, and finally to Hitler, might strike our fancy. 


But her principal candidate was none other than Dr. Hjalmar 
Horace Greeley Schacht. This slippery German financial 
wizard was her bet for the German Talleyrand after Hitler’s 
exit. Alas, there are many British and American financial men 
who will be more than willing to do business with Dr. Schacht. 
He exercises a peculiar charm over them. And they do not 
appear to have properly understood his real role in Germany. 


That role has never been a secret. Dr. 


A t the FCihrer’s left, Dr. Hjalmar Horace Greeley Schacht, at 
one time mentioned as the possible head of a postwar 
democratic Germany. 


The robust Hitler Youth who resoundingly shouted “Sieg 
heil!” are transformed, at war’s end, into smiling folksingers. 


Schacht was one of the chief saboteurs of the German 
Republic. Since 1933 he has been one of Hitler’s most 
valuable public servants. And for the past two years, through 


contacts in neutral lands, he has been maneuvering to get in 
touch with British and American financial circles to pave the 
way for taking over when his Ftlhrer is scrapped. I think he 
regards it as his final great mission in life—to win this peace 
for the Fatherland. 


Dr. Schacht and those around him will appeal to the 
conservative nature of the British and American governments 
and their representatives in occupied Germany. They will play 
upon our exaggerated fears of “radicalism” and “Bolshevism” 
and guarantee to stamp them out in Germany. They will swear 
to wipe out Nazism and they will pay hypocritical lip service 
to democracy. But in reality they will not believe in democracy 
at all. They never have. Their purpose will be to conserve the 
very elements in the German nation which have always urged 
it on to war—the militarists, the great industrialists, the Pan- 
German professors. 


If the Allies are wise, they will lock up Dr. Schacht and all his 
cohorts. That will be one way of preventing World War III. 


Since, upon the collapse of the Nazi regime, the German Army 
will have whatever governing power is left in Germany, there 
will be the temptation to use it for maintaining “law and 
order.” Our military leaders might think it easier to deal with a 
general at the head of a national military government in Berlin 
than with anyone else. But surely, if, as the President has 
promised, we are going to liquidate German militarism for 
good this time, the German Army with all its generals must be 
completely demobilized as soon as the surrender is signed. It 
would be folly to leave even a “token” army as we did in 
1919. For it was from that “token” that the Wehrmacht of this 
war evolved. 


An English friend of mine, one of Britain’s foremost experts 
on Germany, suggests that the Germans may have still another 
trick up their sleeves. With Hitler out of the way, he 


thinks they might spring a “democratic” government on us led 
by Pastor Niemoeller, who has been in a concentration camp 
for several years. Former Socialist leaders such as Severing 
and Breitscheid could be resurrected for this government. 
Perhaps the former Catholic Chancellor Bruening could also 


be brought back from America to take part. Such a 
government might well make a strong appeal to the Protestant 
and Catholic Allied world as well as to the democratic and 
even socialist forces in the west. 


Of course it would be a front for the old reactionary forces in 
Germany. But my English friend fears it might fool us. 


If we are truly wise this time, we will not attempt to deal with 
any Germans in the first ten years of the occupation. For a 
considerable period we will maintain a purely military rule, 
with the armed forces of the United States, Great Britain and 
Russia governing three areas which they have already agreed 
to occupy separately. A central Allied military commission in 
Berlin will coordinate the military rule of Germany. 


The first years of defeat, regardless of what we do, will of 
necessity be years of considerable misery for the Germans. 
Not even the softest settlement with them would please them, 
for defeat and foreign occupation are always a bitter pill to 
swallow even if the occupying forces are not, as were the 
Germans in this war, bent on pillaging and destroying the 
subjugated nation. We must count on their whining and 
complaining and on their obtaining a certain amount of 
sympathy in Allied lands for their plight. 


Gradually a new Germany will emerge. It will come first in the 
villages and towns where democratic local government will be 
given a chance. This is as much to our advantage as to the 
Germans’, since we will not want to spare the troops to run 
and police every hamlet in the Reich. 


What that new Germany will be like none of us can clearly 
foresee today. We shall hope that it will be truly democratic, 
since it will be 


easier for us of the West, at least, to live in harmony with that 
form of government than with some other. But it will be of 
little use to us or to the Germans if it is merely a provisional, 
hothouse type of democracy without real roots, as was that in 
Germany after the last war. 


But whatever form the new Germany takes, we must make 
certain this time, before we 


withdraw our troops, that it is a nation which for a long time 
will not be able to make war again and which in good time 
will no longer desire to do so—a nation that will have 
abandoned its hysterical illusion that the Germans are the 
Master Race and that will see the sense and the wisdom in 
being decent and peaceful neighbors in this shrinking world 
which must have peace or perish. 


Even in the last days of war, with bombing destruction 
everywhere, the few Germans who saw Hitler in public 
shouted “Heil Hitler!” and regarded him worshipfully. In 
defeat, they claimed to have hated him all along. Could this 
be? [February, 1945] 


THE PROBLEM OF 
GERMAN CIVILIANS 


BV ERIKA MANN 


Somewhere very near what used to be the German boundary, 
the U.S. First Army has opened a school the like of which had 
never been seen. Here German policemen are studying the 
laws and regulations by which occupied Germany will be run. 
Also, they are taught their own duties and to speak and 
understand enough English to do the job. 


Army authorities are quick to stress the experimental character 
of this enterprise. Nothing is risked, while much may be 
gained. If the cops turn out to be stubborn or treacherous, if 
they engage in passive resistance or in sabotage, they are 
likely to get hurt, just like any other Nazi who won’t play ball. 
If, on the other hand, they can be made serviceable to the 
Allied Military Government, the time and effort invested in 
their education will pay dividends. 


As civilian policemen and city, rather than party, employees, 
they are not to be considered “professional Nazis,” although, 
like anyone holding public office under Hitler, they had to be 
members of the party, with loyalty to the Ftlhrer their supreme 
law. More often than not these petty civil servants were drafted 
from civilian life, where they had been tailors, gardeners, 
clerks, or salesmen. Thus they are familiar with the viewpoints 
of former associates, who form the bulk of the lower middle 
classes. It stands to reason that any advance knowledge of 
their attitude will prove profitable to us. 


Although they were found in flattened Aachen, they do not 
hail from there. They had been brought in by the Gestapo from 
Cologne and other Rhineland cities because it was feared that 
local police would not carry 


out evacuation orders with the desired ruthlessness. 


Originally there were some 200 of them, all of whom seemed 
willing enough to attend the AMG school; but after they’d 
been “screened” repeatedly, only eighty-nine were left. The 
rest were rejected as potentially treacherous. 


“This does not mean that we actually trust the chosen ones,” I 
was told by Colonel Damon Gunn, chief of G5 (Civil Affairs) 
and AMG, First Army, to whose initiative the school owes its 
existence. “All we do is give them a chance to prove their 
dependability. They’re under strict military discipline and very 
closely watched. Once they’ve learned their stuff and 
graduated, we’ ll send them out, individually or in small 
groups, to take up their duties and teach their colleagues what 
they’ve learned. No matter how this experiment turns out, 
we'll have to use the German police, just as the Germans had 
to use the French, Belgian, or Norwegian police forces. And 
while we can’t possibly educate all of them, a few hundred 
well-trained men can school thousands and influence tens of 
thousands.” 


When I first saw them, they were playing a game in front of 
their barracks. Their own police outfits had been taken away 
from them to be dyed and altered, and they were wearing ill- 
fitting Wehrmacht uniforms. Commanded by their own 
Polizeimeister, they were running in circles, pursuing, 
catching, and arresting one another for exercise. 


“Just like kids,” said one of a bunch of G.I.s who were plainly 
enjoying the sight. Actually, the baby among the Germans was 
thirty nine and the oldest must have been nearly sixty. 


The former stable which serves as the cops’ mess hall and 
classroom was plastered with posters—all the laws, 
proclamations, and official notices to be enforced by the 
students. At the moment, one of the Germans was giving an 
English lesson featuring such depressing announcements as 
“The bank is closed” and “The post office is far away.” 


The next period, an analysis of Military Government police 
functions, was conducted by an American sergeant, Austrian- 
born Paul Lobl of Middleboro, Massachusetts. 


“To begin with,” Sergeant Lobl told his students, “I have to 
state that the Hitler salute has again been given to some of our 
officers. How often do I have to tell you that this is strictly 
against the regulations of this school? That it is also a violation 
of Paragraph 2 of Official Notice to the Population and, as 
such, a punishable offense—all the more so in the case of a 
policeman? From now on, anybody committing this offense 
will have to be punished.” 


They nodded quietly, as if in complete agreement. 


“Yesterday’s tasks,” Sergeant Lobl continued, “have been 
completely solved by only a few of you. One mistake in 
particular has been made frequently. According to proposition 
number three, a German citizen was found in possession of 
two U.S. Army blankets and five packs of Camel cigarettes. It 
could not be proved that he had stolen any of these items, but 
since the Allied forces are forbidden to make presents to 
Germans, the mere possession of American goods by a 
German is to be considered unlawful. But it is not, as many of 
you suggested, a capital offense and, as such, according to 
Article 1 of Ordinance 1, ‘punishable by death or any such 
other penalty as a Military Government Court may impose.’ 


“What you may have had in mind is Paragraph 19 of the same 
article, wherein ‘stealing or obtaining by fraud property of the 
Allied Forces or any member thereof’ is defined as a capital 
offense. This particular culprit might have stolen the objects in 
question, but you are not in a position to prove it and the 
charges you pressed against him are unfounded. Do you 
seriously think that we’d shoot a man for having accepted a 
present?” 


They did not laugh. Nor did their expression betray their 
thoughts. Perhaps they admired the “leniency”; perhaps they 


despised it. At any rate, the mistake they had made was as 
indicative of their Nazified condition as their failure to 
renounce the Hitler salute. Twelve years of Nazification had 
determined their reactions. 


After a while Sergeant Lobl was replaced by a Polizeimeister. 
Nothing could have been more fantastic than to watch this 


uniformed German impressing on his fellow Nazis the 
significance of our laws. 


“Here,” he would say approvingly, pointing out one paragraph 
or another, “regulations are pretty sharp, and don’t you kid 
yourselves about it, either!” 


How are we trying to make them understand the practical 
meaning of the rules we teach them? Well, here are typical 
examples of the tasks they are asked to solve: 


1. You are on duty as a policeman in a German city occupied 
by U.S. forces. AMG ordinance has imposed a curfew from 
1900 hours until 0600 hours, during which period no civilians 
are permitted on the street or in public places without a special 
permit from MG. On December 18, 1944, at 2030 hours, you 
stop a civilian at the corner of Wall Street and Hindenburg 
Street. His identity papers, which appear to be in order, show 
him to be Heinrich Hulsemann of 77 Krupp Street. His 
worker’s card shows him to be an employee of the Municipal 
power plant. He tells you that he works on the night shift at the 
power plant, reporting there at 2300 hours every night, and 
that he is on his way to work. What action do you take? What 
paragraph of Ordinance 1 is applicable? 


Correct solution, as quoted from the Instructor’s Answer 
Sheet: Arrest Hulsemann for violation of Paragraph 22— 
circulating without a permit during curfew. 


2. You are on duty as a policeman in the small town of 
Womelsdorf, patrolling on foot Hoch Street, from north to 
south and return, for a distance of five blocks. 


Your superiors have advised you that a brothel operated by one 
Eva Goetz at 8 Schiller Street, three houses west of the 
intersection with Hoch Street, has been 


declared “off limits” by the U.S. military commander and that 
all ranks of U.S. military personnel have been forbidden to 
enter it. The house itself has been posted with a sign, “Off 
Limits to All Military Personnel.” 


On December 3, 1944, at 1600 hours, you notice a man 
stopping U.S. soldiers on Hoch Street near this corner and 


handing them cards. You recognize him as one Otto Speiser, 
an employee of the brothel who lives on the premises. Several 
soldiers drop the cards to the street. You pick up one and find 
it says in English, “The House of a Hundred Pleasures, 8 
Schiller Street, Womelsdorf.” 


Two soldiers go around the corner and enter the house. You 
follow them, ring the doorbell, and Eva herself answers it. Just 
as you are reminding her that her establishment is forbidden to 
soldiers, another soldier arrives. He is slightly drunk, seems in 
a hurry, and asks that you get out of the way so he can enter. 


What action do you take? What offenses have been committed 
and by whom ? Specify paragraph numbers. 


Correct solution: Permit soldier to enter, then arrest both Eva 
and Speiser. Speiser has violated Paragraph 28 by inviting or 
conducting members of the Allied forces into a place 
designated “off limits.” Eva has violated the same paragraph in 
two ways. First: Since Speiser is acting as her employee or 
agent, his acts are taken as her own; hence she, too, is guilty of 
inviting the soldiers into her brothel. Second: She is also 
presumably guilty of “supplying services” to soldiers in her 
place. 


The soldiers have violated their orders by entering a place 
marked “off limits,” but that is no concern of the German 
police, except that it should be reported to the M.P.s 


The policemen’s training schedule is a comprehensive one. 
Language instruction, physical exercises, work details, and 
study fill their day, which lasts from 6:30 AM to 6:30 PM. 
Apart from regular lessons, there are 


lectures covering such subjects as proclamations, laws and 
ordinances, reports and forms, police functions, military 
courtesy and discipline. 


While the actual schedule is limited to police matters, the men 
are permitted to ask relevant questions. During my visit, a 
question period revealed an astounding naivete on the part of 
these Germans, and a complete lack of feeling of collective 
guilt. 


What plans, they inquired, existed in Washington for the 
reconstruction of German cities? 


How did we propose to solve the task of repatriating 
Rhinelanders who’d been evacuated by the Nazis to other parts 
of the Reich? 


By what measures did we intend to strengthen German 
economy? 


And, as a war correspondent, had I not come across a lot of 
interesting postal stamps? The questioner wondered whether I 
would not help him fill a few gaps in his collection. 


One would have thought they were innocent citizens of an 
Allied nation. That anyone here could have anything against 
them—that, indeed, it took considerable self- control even to 
talk to them—did not seem to enter their minds. Dumfounded 
by such unawareness, I proceeded to ask a few questions 
myself: 


In their position as MG policemen, did they expect to run into 
a great deal of trouble at home? How would the average 
German accept our laws? Would he, for instance, insist on 
wearing Nazi insignia and displaying the Nazi flag? 


“No!” they shouted. “Of course not!” 
Why, they said, apart from a few fanatics, the German nation 


was more than ready to abandon Nazism! The failure to 
transmute such readiness into action was easily accounted for. 


“Terror!” several of them explained in chorus. “Dictatorship! 
The Gestapo!” 


It was the same old song. How many times had I heard it 
before from all those German 


prisoners of war, none of whom had ever been a Nazi at heart, 
none of whom had ever fired a shot, and none of whom 
doubted the shining innocence of the German people! 


“Resistance,” went the burden of the song, “is humanly 
impossible. Every German is watched over by two Nazis.” 


Yes, in one breath these Germans would tell you that Nazism 
was kept alive in Germany by a mere handful of hated 


fanatics: in the next, that every German was watched over by 
two Nazis! 


Asked what kind of government they’d like to see established 
at home, they said a democratic republic was all they were 
yearning for. And it must be stated that this sounded as if they 
meant it. 


Asked whom they would choose for a leader, they answered 
with equal unanimity: 


“Bruening! Bruening is our man!” 


This was startling news. The former chancellor and head of the 
Catholic Center Party played a fatal role in the tragedy of the 
German Republic. It was he who introduced government by 
decree, thereby violating the Constitution and paving the way 
for Hitler’s regime. Having fled Germany, he came to the 
United States and accepted a position at Harvard University. 
At no time, however, did he in any way participate in the 
preventive fight waged by Americans against the Nazi 
menace. Indeed, he refused to lend to the anti-Fascist cause the 
weight of his name and the strength of his experience. In 
cagey silence he waited for Der Tag. 


“Bruening?” I said. “Would he be generally acceptable? 
Perhaps as a prominent Catholic he’d please the Catholic 
Rhineland, whereas in other parts—” 


“Everywhere!” they insisted. “All over Germany! Bruening is 
the man!” 


If what they said was anything like the truth, it was reasonable 
to assume that no new figure had risen within Germany—no 
underground leader and resistance chief who had secretly won 
the nation’s admiration and confidence. Bruening never 
possessed either. Despite his important victories in the field of 
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international negotiations, he had never been liked in Germany 
and his eventual downfall was at least partly due to his utter 
lack of popular appeal. 


That twelve years of silence and absence should have made 
him popular was understandable only by comparisons. 


Succeeded as he was by von Papen, von Schleicher, and 
finally Hitler, Bruening was the last democratic, the last 
“normal,” chancellor the Germans had had. And although he 
himself had done away with much of this now-longed-for 
“normality,” his intentions were said to have been of the best. 
Compared with what followed, Bruening was good. Surely he 
was better than Hitler. And, since Hitler was doomed, surely 
he was better than nothing. 


Is there nothing in Germany, no man, no group, no movement 
fit to take over? 


We can’t yet say with finality. Germany is big and the part so 
far occupied by the Allies has been comparatively small. As a 
test case, however, Aachen is as good as any. If there is 
anything about its people which cannot be considered typical 
of all Germans, it is their Catholicism and their relative 
intimacy with other nations—France, Belgium, and the 
Netherlands. Moreover, this district is largely populated by 
industrial workers, on whose alleged anti-Hitler feelings many 
a wishful thinker bases his best hopes. 


I have talked with scores of Germans in freshly-occupied 
villages, in the streets of Aachen, and in the nearby refugee 
camp of Brend, where some 5,000 Aacheners awaited 
permission to return to their ruined homes. On the whole, 
these civilians differed little from their uniformed compatriots 
in the MG school. None of them claimed to have been 
engaged at any time in any anti-Nazi activities, or even to 
resent Hitler for any ideological reason. Some did assert that 
they’d broken his orders by refusing to leave their town. But 
most Aacheners admitted that, while they’d been told to depart 
on a Wednesday, by Tuesday afternoon no vehicle of any kind 
was left in the doomed city. 


“We were trapped!” they grumbled. “There was no way out!” 


This complaint was followed by the familiar tune: They all 
disliked the Nazis and they all had been terrorized into 
submission. They said, yes, there probably were some people 
who had dared to resist, but they did not know who they were 
—and they seemed to refer to them as to a species with whom 


respectable citizens like themselves would not even now care 
to associate. 


Bruening’s name was heard a number of times, but most of 
these civilians seemed uninterested politically, and too 
apathetic to make specific suggestions. 


For the rest, they confirmed the impressions which I had 
gained before: 


1. The Germans failed to organize any kind of resistance to the 
Nazi order worthy of the name. The number of Germans who 
individually fought it and sacrificed themselves is too small to 
carry decisive weight. Nor have their deeds gained wide- 
spread acclaim. 


2. The Hitler regime has become unpopular in Germany and 
most Germans would like to see it abandoned. But it is by no 
means the moral depravity of the venture which made it— 
finally—objectionable. Germany’s leading criminals stand 
accused today not of being criminals but of being failures. 


3. It is generally acknowledged that, having failed, the Ftlhrer 
and his henchmen deserve any fate which may be in store for 
them. But it is generally denied that by choosing, maintaining, 
and obeying this regime, the German people rendered 
themselves guilty. Since their collective conscience is clear, 
the Germans will deem any “discrimination” against them a 
gross injustice. 


In these circumstances it is hard to foresee how the average 
German citizen will feel and what he may do in the face of a 
prolonged occupation. More likely than not his reactions will 
be split and ambiguous. He may not, for instance, have any 
spontaneous desire to sing the Horst Wessel song. But 
knowledge that a victorious enemy is ready to arrest him for 
doing so may cause him to disobey. 
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Therefore the experiment carried out in the AMG school ought 
to be viewed in this light: If even a very limited number of 
Germans can be turned into guardians of our laws, many 


Germans are likely to conform. Proud of his position, proud of 
his learnedness, and proud 


of his new uniform, the AMG “gendarme” may become a 
valuable helper as well as a first incarnation of the “‘re- 
educated German.” He may or may not. At any rate, the 
experiment seems worth trying. 


As HE STIRRED a poison-brew of base instincts, hatred, and 
resentment, his Nazis further persecuted Jews and brutalized 
others who were not in sympathy with them. Yet, for the most 
part, Germans approved his shouted words. 


“Hate exploded suddenly without warning, out of nowhere; at 
street corners, in restaurants, cinemas, dance halls, swimming 
baths; at midnight, after breakfast, in the middle of the 
afternoon. Knives were whipped out, blows were dealt with 
spiked rings, beer mugs, chairlegs or leaded clubs; bullets 
rebounded from the iron roofs of latrines. 


—Christopher Isherwood 


The anti-Semitism of the growing Nazi Party was all too 
apparent to Konrad Bercovici. Born a Rumanian gypsy, he 
came to the United States in 1916 and began to write 
picturesquely of its ethnic mix. As a foreign correspondent, he 
returned to Europe in 1932, quickly saw how Hitler was 
making a scapegoat of Germany’s Jews, and reported on it in 
Liberty. [May, 1933] 


In reply, a former German cabinet officer lay the blame for his 
country’s anti-Semitism on the heads of “a few German- 


Jewish intellectuals” and on protests in the United States. 
[May, 1933] 


WHAT THE NAZIS ARE 
DOING TO JEWS 


BV KONRAD BERCOVICI 


Six hundred thousand Jews live in Germany. The first Jewish 
settlements on the Rhine are more than a thousand years old. 
Representing less than one percent of the total population of 
Germany, the German Jews have given to their country more 
than their quota of statesmen, musicians, artists, poets, and 
scientists. Fighting as German soldiers in the last war, the 
number of their dead .attests their bravery. If twelve thousand 
German Jewish soldiers could call from their graves to Hitler, 
who was a courier during the war, they would say: “You went 
back. We didn’t.” 


Anti-Semitism has at all times been an active germ in 
Germany. To succeed in any walk of life, the German Jew had 
to surmount greater difficulties than are met with by Jews in 
other civilized European countries. The theoretical foundations 
of the so-called scientific anti-Semitism were first laid in 
Germany. 


Germans were taught to look with horror at the dirty quarters 
of Frankfurt and Cologne and Berlin in which the poor Jews 
lived, and to look with still greater horror at the palaces in 
which lived Jews who had succeeded. 


In Berlin I heard Goebbels, one of Hitler’s right-hand men, 
bellow to a Nazi audience: 


“When our day, der Tag, comes, and you get a Jewish head 
under your heels, press hard, crush it until the stillness of the 
limbs tells you it is dead. No sympathy with women and 
children. We call for barbarous 


ruthlessness to exterminate the alien race that is attempting to 
pollute our Germanic blood. Germany for the Germans! We 


shall also crush those who have allowed the Jews to live so 
far.” 


To destroy these six hundred thousand Jews—men, women, 
and children—there are five hundred thousand armed Nazi 
storm troops in uniform who have had it drilled into their 
heads for well-nigh fifteen years that the plight in which 
Germany finds herself is not due to the war she lost or the 
industrial cataclysm that followed, but to the Jews. These five 
hundred thousand men, recruited for three marks a day from 
the lowest elements of Germany, have bludgeoned sixty 
million Germans into silence and submission. 


For fifteen years Hitler and his henchmen have said and 
written: “The Jews are responsible for the loss of the war. The 
Jews are responsible for the infliction of the Versailles Treaty, 
the Dawes Plan, the Young Plan, the loss of our Kaiser, and 
our humiliation. The Jews are responsible for the inflation 
which destroyed the German mark. The Jews of America have 
loaned billions of marks to Germany and its industrialists at 
usurious rates to foster the growth of Socialism, Communism, 
and unemployment. Communism and Socialism are alien to 
the Germanic race. They are deadly germs with which the 
Jews have inoculated us. The Jews want to destroy Germany.” 


The Nazi publishing bureau has sold and distributed millions 
of books and pamphlets 


covering those weighty subjects, and has sold and distributed 
tens of millions of illustrated postcards to the illiterate and to 
children, showing Jews cutting the throats of naked Christian 
women and children. 


Despite this anti-Semitic propaganda, the German Jews and 
Jews the world over were inclined to treat Hitler as a 
mountebank. They had too much faith in German culture and 
good sense to allow themselves to believe that Hitler and his 
band could ever become the masters of one of the most 
civilized countries in the world. 


But now Adolf Hitler is Chancellor and Dictator. His 
lieutenants, Goebbels and Goering, are at his side. Ernest 
Hanfstaengl, who once owned an art gallery in New York, is 


his confidential secretary; Max Amann is the business 
manager of the Hitler press and publishing house; the master 
of the Krupp ammunition factories has a hand in the 
government; a Prince Gotha is the dictator of roads and 
communication; and President Hindenburg’s signature is no 
longer needed at the bottom of decrees and treaties. Hitler and 
Hitlerism are there to stay. 


The Nazi movement is first of all a gigantic publishing 
business. The five hundred thousand storm troops of Hitler are 
five hundred thousand book agents. The swastika is a 
trademark. Hitler’s profits from that business are so 
tremendous that he has been able to refuse to accept a salary as 
Chancellor of the German Reich. 


The son of a small Austrian employee of customs, Adolf Hitler 
arrived in Vienna in 1910, a young man of twenty, without 
trade or profession and practically illiterate, for he had not 
finished grammar school. 


For a year he worked at whatever he could lay his hands on— 
house-painting, dishwashing and errand-running at hotels. 
Though born in Austria, he hated his fatherland with an 
unreasonable, almost insane hatred. He never associated with 
women and never joined the gay Viennese in their lighter 
moments. He was a peculiar youth and worked only 
occasionally—when he had 


to. Men who knew him then remember him only because of 
his clumsy attempts at drawing. When he had become 
involved with the police because of his singularity and his 
expressed hatred of his fatherland, some Jewish wDrkingmen 
speeded Adolf across the border into Germany. 


In Munich Adolf the Slovak, as they called him, lived as a 
vagabond, worked occasionally, and spent most of his days 
and nights at the beer houses, where he is remembered because 
of brawls in which heads were smashed by heavy beer glasses. 


When the war broke out, Hitler enlisted in the German Army. 
Notwithstanding his mouthings that he was a valiant soldier, 
the fact is that he spent more time in hospitals, to heal minor 


wounds and to cure an inflammation of the eyes, than at the 
front. 


The Armistice. The end of the war. Picture for yourself the 
disbanding of the enormous German Army after its defeat and 
the chaotic condition then prevailing in Germany. Adolf Hitler 
had no home to go to. He could not return to Austria; 
technically he was a deserter from the Austrian Army. He had 
no home in Germany. He belonged to no organization. He was 
a starved misfit vagabond in rags, with no money, no country, 
and no profession. And he was practically an illiterate. Always 
a good hater—for he hated his own country and kin when he 
had nobody else to hate—he had added to his baggage hatreds 
for the French and the English and the Americans. If he liked 
the Italians it was chiefly because they had beaten the 
Austrians. 


Quite by accident he ran into six other men like himself— 
social misfits left over from the war—in a beer cellar known 
as the Alten Rosenbad in Munich. These boys accepted him as 
their seventh. Between beers they talked politics. Adolf 
listened. One day they decided to rowdy up the street a bit. 
When a crowd had collected, Hitler, like Balaam’s ass, found 
his tongue; and to his own surprise and the surprise of his six 
friends, the people were willing to listen. 


Drunk with his first success as a speaker, Hiter and the six 
repaired to the street the following evening, and then Hitler 
had an inspiration. He denounced the Jews. It was sweet music 
to the ears of the crowd of defeated German soldiers. Hitler 
told them that they and their generals had been valiant on the 
battlefront but had been defeated because the Jews had 
betrayed them. The German Jews had sold the German Army 
to the Allies. The American Army was really the Army of the 
Jews. 


A few broken windows, a short scrimmage with the police, 
and the seven friends found themselves back at the Alten 
Rosenbad, where they were soon joined by a number of other 
young men. The Nationalist Party was organized then and 
there. Because of his powerful voice, Hitler was nicknamed 


der Trommler (the drummer), a nickname he accepted and 
cherishes to this day. 


Hitler’s original party platform had only four words: “Down 
with the Jews.” All the rest of the Nazi program was later 
furnished by Gottfried Feder, an engineer who took charge of 
Hitler’s political education and wrote most of his speeches. 
Ludendorff, Goebbels and Gdring, and all the others climbed 
on to the Hitler wagon at a much later date. When they took 
him in hand, the Nazi leader included in his program the 
abolition of the German Republic, the destruction of 
Communism, the abolition of Parliament, and the restoration 
of the monarchy, as well as the cancellation of all the external 
debt of Germany. Republicanism, Communism, 
parliamentarism were denounced as Jewish inventions. 


There has been much speculation, in and out of Germany, 
about where the Nazis got twenty-five million dollars last 
summer to put four hundred and fifty thousand men in new 
uniforms and to arm them in one single day. Max Amann 
could furnish the answer to that. But he won’t. 


In Germany those who know say that the money came— 


First, from the ammunition manufacturers, hopeful of 
rearming Germany. 


Second, from the profits of the enormous sale of Nazi 
pamphlets, books, newspapers, and uniforms. 


Third, from monarchist sympathizers anxious to restore to 
power the Hohenzollern dynasty. 


Fourth, from their blackmailing of wealthy Jews. 


People also speak of funds put at Hitler’s disposal by the 
Italian Fascisti. I am disinclined to believe this rumor. 
Mussolini was undoubtedly sympathetic to the anti-Com- 
munistic policy of the Nazis, but it is highly improbable that 
he subscribed to Hitler’s savage anti-Jewishness. Hitler poses 
as a second Benito; but the only point of resemblance between 
the two is in their ability to sway the masses. True, both men 
once professed Socialism. But there is no comparison between 
the intellectuality of Benito Mussolini and that of Hitler. 


Until von Papen’s advent to power the Nazis had been 
forbidden to wear uniforms or to walk about armed. Officially 
von Papen and Hitler were on opposite sides of the fence. 
Acually von Papen procured for him the decree signed by 
President von Hinden- burg allowing the Nazis to wear 
uniforms. 


Though von Papen was still Chancellor, the excesses against 
the Jews date from the day the Nazis were put in uniform. 
Jewish heads were smashed. Jewish doors were broken down. 
Jewish beards were torn. And a celebrated Spanish architect 
was beaten on the streets of Berlin because of his Semitic 
appearance. 


Ardent Nazis broke into workingmen’s centers, destroyed 
printing presses, and broke the heads of men working for a 
Socialist paper. The Socialists as well as the Communists had 
not yet been outlawed. They were political parties with several 
hundred seats in the Reichstag. 


I was present during the Moabit disturbances. To protect 
themselves against the Nazis, the workingmen erected 
barricades in 


the street. The police counted sixteen dead at the end of that 
fight. When the Nazis met revolver shot for revolver shot, they 
dispersed and wandered into the Jewish quarters. The Jews 
killed on that occasion were counted as among the Communist 
dead, though Berlin Jews knew better. 


I spoke to many representative Jews. They begged me not to 
tell or write about what I had seen. They were, first of all, 
Germans, they told me. The dissemination of the truth would 
give Germany a bad reputation, they argued. They assured me 
that this was only a sporadic outburst. They had faith in the 
German police; Dr. Weiss, a Jew, was still vice president of the 
police. They had faith in Hin- denburg. Hitler himself might 
yet be brought to listen to reason. Nothing further would 
happen. Anyhow, it was a German affair that the German Jews 
knew best how to handle. 


There were Nazi outbursts in Frankfurt and in Hamburg and in 
Cologne. In Spandau only the very close members of a Jewish 


family knew that the woman they were burying had been 
horribly mutilated and killed in the street. The Jews did not 
want anything said about what was happening. They were too 
proud of being Germans. The Nazis, they said, were not 
Germans—they were degenerates. Hitler was not a German 
but a Slovak. A German would not have incited a mob to fall 
upon unarmed and innocent victims. Jewish corpses were 
found on streets, here and there and everywhere. And still 
German Jews refused to make any outcry. 


Later on wealthy Jews I met in Berlin told me that they hoped 
Hitler would come into power soon. In power he would not be 
the same demagogue and Jew-baiter. The responsibilities of 
government would tame him. 


When I suggested that though Hitler might change his attitude 
once in power he would not be able to restrain the half million 
uniformed beasts he had created, I was told to show more faith 
in German good sense. 


Meanwhile the excesses continued. And then some of the Jews 
protested. What hap 


pened to these protestants is now part of the history of the 
Nazi cruelties. 


These were only preliminaries for “the Day.” Or, as one of the 
Nazi lieutenants told me, “We are only practicing now for the 
great concert.” 


One of Germany’s great poets told me: “Look at the faces of 
the storm troops—the degenerate ugly faces. You can’t 
associate them in your mind with the German nation. Hitler 
has combed the dregs of Germany for his army. And we will 
stand accused for what they will do.” 


I have never seen uglier or more deformed faces. At a Nazi 
meeting I was paralyzed with horror when I faced ten 
thousand pairs of staring insane eyes and ten thousand mouths 
that frothed every time a speaker drove home a point against 
the Jews—the Jews and the Socialists and the Marxists and the 
Republicans rolled into one. 


There are only about a hundred and fifty thousand adult Jews 
in Germany. There are probably more than twelve million 
Communists, and if we count the Socialists and the 
Republicans with them the figure would surely be over twenty 
million. And yet Communists, Socialists, and Republicans 
were all lumped together as Jews. 


Frightened by the storm of indignation, the Hitlerites have 
coerced the German Jews into denying that any atrocities have 
been committed against their coreligionists. But what are such 
denials worth? Hitler has risen to power on the strength of an 
anti-Jewish platform. He promised his followers that when he 
came into power he would allow them to take freely of Jewish 
blood and Jewish wealth. Should he now refuse them what he 
has promised, he would himself be accused of selling out to 
the Jews and his life would be endangered. 


While von Papen was still Chancellor, and the best Germans 
still doubted that von Hin- denburg would permit Hitler to 
come into power, representatives of Nazified financial 


interests were bringing pressure on Jewish business men, 
pointing out that it would be better for them to sell out than to 
wait until it was taken away from them. 


Under threats of what would be done to them when Hitler 
came into power, the Jews sold out to their non-Jewish 
competitors. The Nazi regime will attempt to deny this and the 
Jews themselves will be made to deny it. But I know from 
firsthand information of the extortionist methods of those who 
are ruining Germany. I know what I know and I have seen 
what I have seen. The excuse of the Nazi government that 
American citizens have been maltreated without the assailants 
knowing that they were Americans speaks for itself. The only 
regret is that they were Americans—not that they were 
tortured. 


Von Papen was still Chancellor and the storm troops had no 
official standing; yet the Schutzpolizei the official police— 
refused to interfere at my request when Hitlerites were beating 
up an old woman on Pariser Strasse. The word was out that 
police who interfered with Nazi troops would be displaced the 


moment Hitler came into power. Hitler has already fulfilled 
that promise. His opponents are dead, exiled, or in jail. 


When I refused to buy the V’Olkischer Beobachter and Der 
Angriff offered to me in front of the Zoo by a brown-shirted 
fool, I was surrounded by half a dozen Brown Shirts, and only 
the presence of a monocled friend saved me from greater 
unpleasantness. 


Von Papen was still Chancellor, but the military barracks of 
Spandau were used by Hitler’s army, who stored there their 
machine guns and herded within the walls the Jews they 
tortured and from whom they extorted money and sales bills. 
Jewish doctors told me they were made to sign death 
certificates giving heart disease as the cause of death when the 
actual causes were searing irons and even more unspeakable 
tortures. 


No one who knows Count Hilldorf, the commander-in-chief of 
the Berlin storm troops, can have any illusion as to what 
happened the day Hitler came into power. 


Letters from Jews now in Switzerland and France bring the 
information that the swastika crowd is reaping a heavy harvest 
by buying out for little money hotels, stores, restaurants, and 
other businesses owned by Jews. Homes are sold for nominal 
prices. Local Nazis in small German towns are selling 
protection to Jewish merchants and heads of families at so 
much per head. The Jews are forced to subscribe three and 
four times over to all the Nazi newspapers and publications. 
No one dares to protest. The Hitlerites cry, “Out with the 
Jews!” But Jews are not permitted to leave the country at will. 
And people continue to disappear—no one knows where. 


Even the sons and daughters of baptized Jews are not exempt 
from persecution and torture. In Spandau, Nazi troopers 
waited outside a church on a Sunday to drag a man and his 
wife into the woods, to punish them for desecrating the church 
with their presence. Both of them were released after being 
beaten and after they had made a heavy contribution to the 
Nazi fund. 


The Jews who had sought refuge from Polish persecutions in 
the Palatinate are plunged into a plight worse than that of the 
Jews of the rest of Germany. They are not only Jews in 
Germany, but also strangers— and Poles at that. Polish Jews 
still wear outlandish clothes and beards and ear locks. They 
are easily recognizable. They don’t dare go out into the streets. 
The German Jews have refused to interfere in their behalf. 


But the Hanfstaengls and the GOrings and the Goebbelses and 
all the other apologists of a regime they, as good Germans, 
ought to be ashamed of, will step forward on the stage of the 
world and brand everything I have said as malicious lies 
spread by the enemies of Germany. When the smoke clears, 
the Angriffs and the Beobachters will have a million more 
subscriptions, the Hugenbergs and the Krupps will own a few 
more factories. Thousands of homes will mourn their dead, 
and a black shroud will be drawn over an epoch that Germany 
will want to forget. 


“MR. BERGOVIGI 
MISJUDGES” 


BV FRED H. HAGEDORN, 
FORMER SECRETARY OF STATE 


IN THE GERMAN MINISTRY OF 
AGRICULTURE 


Mr. Bercovici misjudges both the character of Adolf Hitler and 
the situation in Germany. Hitler owes his rise to power not to 
brute force but to the overwhelming vote of the people. 
Whether we agree with him or not, we cannot deny that his is 
the first German government in five years which actually has 
behind it a majority in the Reichstag as well as in the popular 
vote. From the point of view of democracy his mandate is 
unimpeachable. 


It is impossible in the brief space at my disposal to discuss 
Hitler’s career, but I must point out that the writer is wrong in 
discrediting the Chancellor’s war record. Hitler served as a 
volunteer in the German army, was wounded, and received the 
Iron Cross of the First Class. 


The Jewish question bristles with difficulties. Many thousands 
of Jews served Germany faithfully in war and peace and look 
upon her as their own country. However, there always were a 
few intellectuals among them who recognized no obligation to 
the state that harbored them. During the war and afterward 
they became the spokesmen of defeatism and national 
humiliation. This contributed largely to rearouse latent anti- 
Semitic prejudices. 


Many Jews—far out of proportion to their number—held 
office in the German Re~ 


public. Now that the pendulum has swung in the other 
direction, it is almost inevitable that they should suffer, just as 
they prospered before. 


Another factor that must be considered is this: After the war 
many Jews came into Germany from Poland and Russia. 
These were largely indigestible elements. Their presence fed 
the anti-Jewish feeling among the Germans. This feeling is 
intensified by the demands of their coreligionists, voiced 
recently in Madison Square Garden, that Germany must permit 
all these immigrants to remain in Germany, even if they have 
not acquired German citizenship. The United States weeds out 
every month thousands of aliens who, for some reason or 
other, are regarded as undesirable. No one in Germany calls 
mass meetings to protest against this act of sovereignty on the 
part of the United States. If anyone did, the American people 
would rightfully resent such interference. 


Germany is equally proud and equally insistent upon the 
maintenance of her own sovereignty and her own laws within 
her borders. If it had not been for ill-advised protests of this 
type, the feeling against the Jews in Germany would never 
have reached the high pitch which at this moment gives to the 
question an exaggerated importance. 


Hitler passed the Nuremburg Laws late in 1935—“for the 
protection of German blood and honor.” Taking citizenship 
rights from Jews, these edicts encouraged more active anti- 
Semitism. Stores refused to sell to Jews, acts of intolerance 
and cruelty multiplied. Yet Hitler and his men assured the 
world it was temporary. Joachim von Ribbentrop, a mental 
lightweight in the eyes of history, was one of those closest to 
the awesome Filhrer. [May, 1936] 


WILL GERMANY STOP 
PERSECUTING THE 
JEWS? 


BV WILLIAM L. STIOGER 


We were a group of four Americans on a recent Sunday 
afternoon, taking tea at the Kaiserhof in Berlin. We finished 
our tea and had called for the check when the little German 
waiter bent over me and said, “If you will stay for another half 
hour, Chancellor Hitler will be here.” 


With typical American curiosity, we stayed. 


There was a sudden scurry, a sense of electrical excitement, a 
sudden hush, and in stepped a group of young Germans 
dressed in their black Sunday best—black suits, black ties, 
white collars. They quickly walked over the entire tearoom, 
examining every curtain, table, and window. Then came Hitler 
and his entire cabinet. 


As Hitler entered, he raised his hand in a lazy half-hearted 
salute, walked over to a table, sat down, surrounded by every 
single member of his cabinet. All of them ordered tea and 
sandwiches except Herr Hitler himself, who ate nothing during 
the hour that they remained in the Kaiserhof tearoom. 


Hitler himself did not laugh. He seemed to have come merely 
to listen to the music. Now and then he smiled. Once he 
included our table of Americans in his smile, and it made quite 
an impression on the women in our party. We had heard the 
usual rumors about his physical and mental ill health—that he 
was incapacitated; that he had gone crazy. 


We sat for an hour watching. Hitler seemed to be in a normal 
condition, alert mentally, with a rather pleasing smile; not bad 
to look 


at; with rather a kindly look in his eyes; quite unlike the man 
who was said to have taken a personal part in the terrible 
Purge of 1934. 


After an hour of sitting quietly in that tearoom several of the 
guards suddenly arose and went outside. I was told later that 
that entire hotel had been surrounded by storm troops. When 
the guards came back Herr Hitler arose with a quick 
movement and departed. Each member of the cabinet left that 
room by a different route. It was evident that precautions were 
necessary. 


The day following our chance contact with Herr Hitler, I was 
told that the real man behind the scenes, more powerful even 
than those cabinet members, was Herr Joachim von 
Ribbentrop, and he was not present at that public appearance. I 
must see him if I wanted to see the real Bismarck of the 
present regime in Germany. Exactly one week after my chance 
encounter with Hitler and his cabinet in the Kaiserhof I was a 
guest in the von Ribbentrop home. 


At a long family table in that simple German home on the 
outskirts of Berlin, I sat at the left of Frau von Ribbentrop, a 
young and attractive German woman who had been educated 
in England and spoke perfect English, as did her distinguished 
husband. It was a typical family gathering. Herr von Rib- 
bentrop’s father and mother were there, a few friends, two 
children of the family, and myself. 


As we chatted, I told Frau von Ribbentrop of my chance 
encounter with Herr Hitler and 


his cabinet. She smiled and said, “Yes, the Chancellor ate 
lunch with us last Sunday and left here for that Kaiserhof 
engagement at four. You see, there have been so many rumors 
of the physical and mental incapacity of the Realm Leader that 
it was thought wise for him to make a personal appearance so 
that people could see for themselves that he is well and 
mentally alert.” 


Following our luncheon in the von Rib- bentrop home there 
was an informal afternoon of talk about the affairs of the 


Reich. What did the United States think of the Jewish 
question?, von Ribbentrop asked me. 


When told that the United States could never befriend 
Germany with atrocities going on against the Jews, I was told 
that there would be a decided modification of those atrocities 
in a short time and that even the United States would be 
satisfied. I was told by this power behind Herr Hitler that the 
two or three leaders in the Jewish persecutions would lose 
their power in the Reich. I could count on that definitely. 


Then there was talk of the Purge in which Herr Hitler, 
according to American newspapers, had taken a personal hand. 
I asked about that. 


Von Ribbentrop replied, without precaution or embarrassment, 
“On the day of the so-called Purge, when the Chancellor flew 
down to Milnchen and back, I said to him, ‘Chancellor, you 
look very tired. You must have had a hard day.’ The 
Chancellor replied, ‘I am very weary. You see, my comrade, I 
created all of those party leaders. I took them when they were 
nothing and I gave them places of leadership. They betrayed 
that trust and that leadership in their degeneracy and in their 
disloyalty. I was chiefly responsible for their power. I dared 
not ask anybody else to 


do what had to be done today. Yes, I am very tired and 
disheartened.’ ” 


Personally I did not dare ask what he meant by that phrase. I 
had read in the American newspapers that Herr Hitler had 
commanded Roehm to kill himself, and when he refused, that 
Herr Hitler had shot him with his own gun. I did not press the 
matter, but I shall never forget that von Ribbentrop quoted 
Herr Hitler as saying that “I dared not ask anybody else to do 
what had to be done today.” 


There was talk of the United States. Herr von Ribbentrop in 
his youth had spent several years in our country. He had 
always liked America and would like to have American 
friendship for the new German regime. 


I told him that there was one way to win that friendship: to see 
to it that Jewish persecutions were modified. It was then that 


he assured me that that was the intention of the present regime 
in Germany and that I could be assured the power of the chief 
Jew baiters was even then on the wane and could watch 
confidently for it; that Germany was more interested in getting 
back her lost colonies than anything else; and they realized 
that to do that they must have the good will of the world, 
especially that of the United States. 


As I was leaving, late that afternoon, von Ribbentrop said to 
me, “You will be amused [he evidently meant “interested”’] to 
know that the present German government was actually 
formed, after months of secret meetings and discussions, in 
this house.” 


And then I remembered that it was von Ribbentrop who had 
gone to Hindenburg and had persuaded that old war horse that 
Herr Hitler was the one man who could unify the German 
people. 


The world had heard only whispers of the concentration camps 
— the death camps of Hitler’s so-called Final Solution, the 
extermination of Jews. Over 6,000,000 perished in these 
camps, now liberated by invading forces. The Ftthrer stood 
exposed as murderer on a cosmic scale, the worst in all history. 
[October, 1944] 


MURDER FOR PROFIT 


BV RALPH PARKER 


By wireless from Moscow. 


Tonight, after seeing Maidanek, the Nazi extermination camp 
near Lublin in Poland, I found myself thinking: But this is all 
too simple. You can’t kill a million and a half people just by 
putting up some crude timber huts and a few bathhouses, 
building a few concrete cells and a dozen or so firebrick 
stoves. To kill so many in battle, you need to mobilize nations, 
train millions, build great factories, invest huge sums in 
armaments. A million men were killed at Verdun, but it cost 
the warring powers more than $2,000 to kill each one of them. 


Yet Maidanek represented murder for profit. Here at 
Maidanek, with its rank vegetable gardens from which even 
the hungriest today turn with a shudder when they realize the 
great compost heaps contain human ashes, the Germans did 
their work not in frenzy or anger, but with cold, scheduled 
efficiency. Here at Maidanek, where dead men’s shoes are 
piled up by the hundred thousands, Hitlerite Germany was 
fully exposed at last. 


Some of those I met today said we would find worse places 
when we came to Germany. “At Maidanek,” said Florentin Le 
Du, Breton survivor of a series of German concentration 
camps, “there was little refinement of torture. You should see 
Buchen- wald.” 


But it’s doubtful whether anywhere else has the German 
system of disposing of enemies been so perfected, for at 
Maidanek Fascism Incorporated made record profits. Prisoners 
built the camp. Prisoners from the European ghettos paid their 
own railroad fares to go 


there. Prisoners to a large extent staffed the camp. The men 
who poured the blue death crystals in the gas chambers and 
who stoked the crematories with bodies asked for no bonuses, 


for they had their share of gold fillings, they sold ashes to 
mourning relatives, and they took bribes from those who 
thought it worth while to postpone death for a little while. 


The overhead and upkeep thus were light. On the credit side 
was the production of a constant labor force of 40,000 to 
50,000 hands, not all of whom were needed to keep the camp 
running. Then there was booty. It has been estimated that two- 
thirds of Maidanek’s victims were Jewish. These Jews weren’t 
told they were going to die when they left the ghettos of 
Warsaw, Budapest, Amsterdam, and Prague. They were told 
that a new life in segregation awaited them in eastern Poland. 
They were permitted to bring two grips per individual, 
occasionally extra bedding, sewing machines, a crate of dental 
equipment, a little cheap stock from their shops. Some brought 
gold with them, sewn into their clothes. Many had American 
dollars. 


If the huts were full, as was the case practically all the time 
after November 1943, during the phase which camp authorities 
called the “Tower of Babel” period, the trucks that jolted from 
the Lublin station would pull in at the bathhouse court. The 
luggage would be unloaded and dumped in a big high-roofed 
building like a customs shed. “The Germans used to say to the 
owners as they filed by, depositing their grips, ‘You’ ll come 
back here after you’ve bathed,’ ” said 


Andrew Stanislawski, a Pole who worked in Maidanek all last 
year and most of this. “It was all very orderly and efficient. 
You see, the Germans wanted to keep things running smoothly 
in order to prevent congestion. The people deposited their 
luggage, went back to the bathhouse, undressed, filed into the 
gas chambers, and were carried out through the baggage shed 
and deposited on trucks or, during winter, on sledges. Once, 
about one hundred corpses passed me on the way to the 
crematories. I noticed that one naked figure was making signs. 
He was still alive. Mussfeld [who ran the crematorium] killed 
him with an ax.” 


Hans Stalp, a German, said he once counted 157 children’s 
bodies brought from the gas chambers. 


With the owners disposed of, the baggage was shipped to 
sorting sheds either in camp or the S. S.’s warehouses on 
Chopin Street in Lublin. The contents formed the most 
valuable item on the credit side of the Maidanek camp’s profit- 
and-loss account. I have a file of documents taken from the 
office at the Chopin Street warehouse. It contains letters from 
S. S. officials of Lublin to district S. S. and police 
headquarters and covers the period from the fall of 1942 to the 
summer of 1943. These letters gave authority to S. S. officials 
in charge of various departments in the warehouse to deliver 
stock to various addresses. One was signed by G. Hoskower 
and addressed to a department under a certain Reinhard on 
September 14, 1942. It was an order for 100 pairs of small 
tweezers for an S. S. dental clinic. Across the bottom of the 
letter was a note saying the order had been filled. 


On June 2, 1943, I. Felsingen signed authority for a large 
shipment of goods to an S. S. enterprise in Zamosc. It included 
feather beds, underwear for men, women, and children, shoes, 
blankets, sheets, towels, and winter coats—in all, 6,500 
articles. The warehouse was able to supply everything except 
800 handkerchiefs. A list of a somewhat different character 
was headed: “Details of 


goods found in possession of Polish sentry Chylinski, who 
stole them from the Jewish ghetto, and which have since been 
housed at the Gendarme station at Lubartow.” Then it listed 
articles which appear to have been in the possession of an 
Orthodox Jewish family of four or five persons, including a 
small girl and an infant. 


It is doubtful whether there is a single item of household use 
which, at one time or another during the past three years, 
hasn’t found a place on the beautifully tidy shelves of the 
Lublin warehouse. When I visited it today, the stock was a 
reflection of the “Tower of Babel” phase, with merchandise 
from many European lands. There was, however, a striking 
predominance of Hungarian Jewish material, an indication of 
the fate of at least some of Hungary’s halfmillion Jews. You 
could dress a small town and fill many of its shops with the 
stuff that lies in Chopin Street today, although most of it is 
secondhand. There are enough toys to make hundreds of 


children happy, enough razors for a division of soldiers to 
shave with, and pencils and notebooks enough to meet the 
needs of Moscow’s foreign correspondents for a decade. 


Thus the Maidanek camp was a paying concern. The S. S. in 
eastern Europe lived off it. It helped to finance Hitler’s war. 
Just as the victims’ ashes helped to fertilize the gardens off 
which their warders lived, their possessions—all humble little 
things that the poorest and most miserable inhabitants of 
Europe could put in a couple of grips or a sack—went to keep 
their murderers in comfort. An S. S. man in Berlin has a 
toothache relieved with the equipment taken from Samuel 
Nathmann of Miskolcz, Hungary. A German child in 
DUsseldorf plays with an American-made Mickey Mouse toy 
that belonged to Babette Weil of Prague. 


Three French patriots, one confined at Maidanek and the other 
two at nearby Camp Lipova, told me their experiences. They 
are Florentin Le Du, fifty-four, a Breton who 


was a chauffeur in Paris; Jaques Doneker, twenty, of 
Goussainville, near Chantilly, a mechanic; and Jean Faure of 
Toulouse, also a mechanic. Le Du is a militant Communist; the 
other two, De Gaullists. Le Du was arrested in Paris in 
January, 1943, was held in several concentration camps, and 
was transferred to Maidanek early this year. 


“I lived on dirty water and millet and worked twelve hours a 
day in the potato fields under the blows of the S. S. and 
trusties,” the gray-haired, emaciated survivor told me. He said 
the worst moment was the daily roll call when both the dead 
and the living had to be present. Those who had died in the 
night were laid on the ground in their regular places. Only 
those who had disappeared mysteriously in the night were 
absent. The roll call, which lasted several hours, was the time 
when the guards had their fun. Picking victims for their 
“practical jokes,” they set savage dogs after them, forced them 
to run until they collapsed, and smothered them in manure. “If 
a man was torn to pieces, we were often ordered to gather the 
remains and put them in line for roll call,” he said. 


At Weimar, Faure lost an eye when a guard struck him with a 
truncheon loaded with a razor blade. His cheek bears the scar 


of the blow. His wrist is damaged where he was struck by a 
revolver, and he’s also suffering from tuberculosis as a result 
of his imprisonment. Le Du said four or five hundred 
Frenchmen preceded them from Buchenwald to Maidanek. 
“When the Reds got near,” he said, “the Germans evacuated 
the camps and made convoys of prisoners in order to march 
them to Warsaw. I managed to feign sickness and was put in a 
truck with several others, most of whom were really very ill. 


“Faure was among them. There was shellfire when we reached 
Lublin and Russian planes were overhead. They machine- 
gunned us. I sat tight while bullets seemed to miss me by 
inches. The guards bolted to cover. Suddenly a Soviet tank 
burst out on the road and crashed into the truck, breaking the 
wheels. Luckily nobody was hurt. The guards reap— 


peared and forced the prisoners into cellars. Faure was 
unconscious, but two little Polish children helped me carry 
him in. I had my knife ready, for I had decided to kill myself 
or escape. 


“But I was surprised to find a German who behaved decently. 
He was a soldier of the Wehrmacht who had been educated in 
France and spoke French well. I said to him, ‘It would be 
absurd if we got killed now. We might be free in a couple of 
hours.’ He looked at me and winked and went out. The 
Russian tanks had gone beyond Lublin and the infantry hadn’t 
yet arrived. Nominally the town was captured, but we were 
still German prisoners and at their mercy. 


“The German came back half an hour later with several 
bottles. The guards got completely drunk. I don’t remember 
clearly what happened after that. We were in the cellar about a 
day before the Soviet infantry came.” 


Doneker, who wasn’t far away, was saved with several 
companions by some brave Polish women who brought food 
and spirits to the guards and also clothes hidden under their 
skirts for the prisoners, who were dressed in thin, striped 
prison uniform. Taking advantage of the panic and the guards’ 
drunkenness, the women guided the prisoners out to safety. 


This happened at other places during Lublin’s liberation, and 
while probably the bulk of the 800 prisoners who had left the 
camp perished, it is thought that there may still be some 
Frenchmen and others of different nationality in various parts 
of Lublin Province. I found a half-demented Dutchman in one 
Polish home. 


In a handsome paneled room in Lublin we waited with intense 
expectation for Hans Stalp. Andrzej Witos, chairman of the 
Soviet-Polish committee investigating Maidanek, had called 
him to give evidence before British, American, French, 
Czechoslovak, and Chinese journalists. 


Sternly, slowly, without undue emphasis, the committee laid 
before us its findings. 


96 EYEWITNESS: HITLER 


Once someone laughed. It was when forty- one-year-old 
Theodore Schoelen, from the Rhineland, said he had given 
bread and cigarettes to the prisoners. Schoelen started at the 
sound, permitted a faint smile to come to his own face, and 
then shivered as he realized the laugh came from a survivor of 
Maidanek standing at the back of the hall and staring at the 
German with terrible eyes. 


Stalp was a tall fellow with a long, narrow head and a face so 
expressionless that it looked as though it were painted on 


paper. 
“I was arrested in 1937 for slaughtering for the black market,” 
he began. 


“Slaughtering?” I echoed, for I was acting as interpreter. 
“Tm a butcher.” Stalp said. 


“You saw someone burned alive in the crematorium, according 
to the commission’s findings. Is that true? If so, would you tell 
us something about it?” 


“It’s true,” said Stalp. “It was a woman. I was working in the 
fields in charge of a group of laborers. I was told to count 
them and to report to the S. S. man at the crematorium. When I 
got there, a Russian prisoner working there said, “You must 
not go in.’ I went in just the same, and I saw a truck drive up 


full of people who had just been arrested. There were ten men 
and one woman. There were S. S. men with them, and 
everybody got out.” 


Stalp paused, gulped, licked his lips and continued: “I left 
then, but—well—there was a hole in the wall and I peered 
through. The prisoners were ordered to undress. That was done 
before shooting because it’s hard to undress a dead body. 


“The woman refused to undress. Mussfeld siad, ‘If you don’t 
undress I’ll burn you as you are.’ Slowly she took off her coat. 
She was a Polish woman about twenty-eight or -nine. She had 
long fair hair. Mussfeld got very excited when he saw her 
beginning to undress. ‘I’m going to burn you alive!’ he 
shouted. 


“They bound her hand and foot. They lifted her onto one of the 
iron stretchers they used 


for the stoves. They opened a little iron door of the stove and 
pushed her in. I heard her scream, saw her hair catch fire. That 
was all.” 


I looked along the table where the commission sat. Dr. Emil 
Sommerstein sat with his head bent low. Was he thinking of 
the daughter he’d lost all track of? Beside him sat a prelate of 
the Lublin bishopric, Josef Kruszinczki. I decided to ask the 
prelate afterward what fate the Church believed perpetrators of 
such crimes deserved. There sat Kudratzev, Russian 
international lawyer who had probably probed deeper into 
German infamy than anyone in the Soviet Union. General 
Leonid Yachenin, who had prosecuted at Krasodar last year, 
sat with clenched fists. 


That was when Schoelen was brought in. He wore an S. S. 
uniform. He had a clouded, obstinate face, and was obviously 
the fanatic type. I began to question him. 


Yes, he was a Nazi Party member and had been in the S. S. 
since 1937. Since June, 1942, he had worked in the industrial 
supply department at Maidanek. He had a team of S.S. men 
under him. 


What did he know of the gas chambers? 


“From my assistants I heard that several people were killed 
there.” 


“Many?” 


“Oh, several hundred,” he said in an offhand manner. He used 
the word Stuck —object—to describe victims. He said that on 
November 3, last year, between 18,000 and 20,000 were 
killed, mostly French, but some Jews, too. 


“How were they killed?” I asked. 
“They must have been shot.” 
“Did you hear it?” 


“We were ordered to stay in the barracks, a long way from the 
camp center. Then the radio was playing loud that day.” 


“By the way, have you any children?” I asked. 


The question had the effect of a whiplash. Schoelen drew 
himself up, threw his head back, and a gleam came into his 
eye as he said, “Five. I had six, but one died.” 
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A Polish woman who sat behind me couldn’t restrain herself. 
“Died?” she cried. “AtMaidanek?’’ 


The German shook his head. “No, at home.” 
“Who was really responsible for the camp?” I asked. 
“I suppose the orders came from Berlin,” he replied.” 


“And what about this Thuman?” I asked, referring to the 
camp’s chief of security, named as one of the most brutal men 
there. “What kind of man is he?” 


“Oh, a young fellow about thirty-five. He drank a lot. Worked 
with a dog most of the time,” the prisoner replied casually. 


“How much did you send home from the camp to these five 
children of yours?” 


“Absolutely nothing. Why, I even gave bread and cigarettes to 
prisoners.” This was the remark that provoked the only laugh 
of the evening. “I did nothing wrong. I am absolutely 
blameless,” he finished. 


Andrew Stanislawski, the twenty-one-year- old Pole who 
before the war was a high- school student in Poznan, was 
arrested August 26, 1942. He had been in Maidanek from 
January 16, 1943, to July 23, 1944, and said he had been used 
as a messenger there because he spoke some German. 
Appearing in a shabby suit, with hair just beginning to grow 
on his shaven head, he told how he had seen hundreds beaten, 
drowned in excrement, 


and hanged, usually in the presence of two or three thousand 
people forming a square. 


The victims were usually persons who had tried to escaper If 
they were hanged, the bodies were left hanging an hour, then 
burned. He said he had seen bodies soaked in a methyl 
preparation before burning, then placed on an iron stretcher 
and shoved into a stove. The corpses were then knocked off 
the stretcher with a long poker onto red-hot brick. 


After the last witness had gone and the proceedings were over, 
I asked the priest the question that had been in my mind earlier 
in the evening. 


“I have reason to feel deeply about this,” he said; “personal 
reasons in addition to what I feel as a Catholic priest, for 
scores of priests in our diocese have been taken away to camps 
perhaps more terrible than Maidanek. Let me put it this way: 
Fighting men of England and America will soon be in 
Germany. Let them remember that the German they meet may 
be one of those brutes who murdered people from every 
European land here at Lublin, that the German women and 
children they see may be wearing the clothes of those who 
were killed at Maidanek. For Maidanek is Germany and 
Germany is Maidanek. Let your people remember that, and 
then Germany will be truly punished, I am sure.” 


Starved survivors of a Nazi concentration camp just after their 
liberation by Allied troops. Millions did not survive. 


He forced his way into the eyes of the world—and the world 
reacted in a variety of ways. 


Until mid-decade, Hitler was often called “Germany’s 
Mussolini.” At the first meeting of the pair in 1934, the 
uniformed Duce dominated, with Hitler servile at his side. 
Why? Because the strutting Mussolini, in power since 1922, 
was the indubitable Father of Fascism, which he endeavors to 
justify here. [March, 1930] 


FASCISM IS THE FUTURE 


BV BENITO MUSSOLINI 


We are completely launched upon a period which must be 
regarded as a transition from one era to another. The ideals of 
the nineteenth century have been shattered to pieces and now 
find no partisan to defend them. Does it not evidence the trend 
of the time-spirit that there are Socialists who have become 
weary and even impatient of the Socialism that was embalmed 
by the teaching of Marx? 


Thus also there are Democrats who wish to hear no more of 
Democracy, and Liberals who look upon the Demo-Liberal 
phase in the states of the Occident as a thing of the past. The 
causes of this twilight stage and of the collapse of Demo- 
Liberal world theories are of a negative as well as a positive 
aspect. 


The negative causes may be summed up as due to the 
development of anonymous capitalism, which naturally had 
become to a certain extent socialized and was therefore ready 
to fall into the arms of the state as a result of the impotence of 
the executive, the mock homage paid to Parliament, and the 
false belief in class cherished by the proletariat. 


The last four years of the crisis have merely served to reveal 
more clearly the characteristic features of this situation. At the 
same time the new Fascist conceptions, which are inspiring 
every nation throughout the world, would never have reached 
their present stage of development but for the intervention of 
other circumstances which I may refer to as the positive causes 
of the situation. Among these stands first and foremost both in 
time and importance the decennial anniversary of the Fascist 
revolution. 


Millions of mortals looked on at this celebration and finally 
succeeded in grasping its significance. There were three events 
which created an impression both immediate and arresting— 
the Revolution Exhibition, the Via dell’ Impero, and the 
reclamation of the Pontine Marshes. It is the story of a 
vanishing past and of the creation of a new life. 


The decennial came in the form of a revelation. Those people 
who, presumably, did not wish to believe in the durability of 
the Fascist regime stood amazed at its triumphant completion 
of the first ten years of its existence and began to take counsel 
together. Many who had regarded Fascism as simply a 
transient episode in Italian politics began to make a point of 
studying it seriously; everyone, even the man in the street, 
could observe at a glance the profound changes brought about 
by Fascism, not merely in matters material but also in the 
mentality and spirit of the Italian people. 


In this as in every such case the fait accompli proved 
irresistibly persuasive, and the example set by Italy inspired 
many lands, both far and near, with the desire to imitate her. 
An echo of this aspiration, if only a faint one, may be detected 
in the speeches of the French Socialist group. 


The second event which threatened all the recognized and 
cherished tenets of the past century with extinction was the 
triumph of the National-Socialist Party in Germany—a 
triumph which the orthodox Socialists of France, with Leon 
Blum at their head, now professed to regard as a conspiracy. 
Here, then, is another first-class country which has 


set about the creation of a unitary, authoritative state 
comprising every citizen —that is to say, a Fascist state—with 


words and deeds more emphatic than any Fascism itself found 
necessary, because its arena was one of traditions which were 
historically different. 


It would be out of place here to elaborate the points of 
similarity and of dissimilarity between the two regimes. What 
is undeniable is the obvious fact that both regimes act and 
enact with entire freedom from any Demo- Liberal influence. 


The very word “Socialism” would now be unknown to 
Germans. 


The yeast of Fascism, metaphorically speaking, so potent for 
the revivifying of the world both intellectually and politically, 
may now be observed fermenting in all lands, including 
England. 


Nor is it open to doubt that France also, the last citadel of 
“immortal principles,” will, on a day not far distant, hoist the 
white flag of capitulation, and that America likewise will 
emancipate herself from such outworn tenets. 


Roosevelt originates, acts, and orders with 


entire freedom from the approval or good will of the Houses of 
Legislature. Between himself and the nation there is no longer 
any intervening party. There is no parliament but only the 

state! There are no longer any parties but only one indivisible 
party. A single will silences all dissentient voices. All this is at 
variance with Demo-Liberal ideas. 


The appeal to the young grows everywhere in attractiveness 
and intensity. 


The one nation which moved as on wings through these times 
and stole a march of ten years on other countries is Italy. 


But there can be no justification for believing or attempting to 
make others believe that the young people, who have now 
become the governing classes in the Fascist states, will do 
anything that will jeopardize the cause of peace. 


With far more cogency it may be anticipated that they will 
safeguard the world from war. 


As is invariably the case, nothing could be more interesting or 
dramatic than this passing of an era which, with all its errors, 
icon- oclasms, and even sacrilege, has left indelible traces 
behind it. 


// Dace and Der Fiihrer: Benito Mussolini and Adolf Hitler. 


Hitler did not attain his amazing power by his efforts alone. 
He was a vortex around whom swirled forces seeking to use 
him. Male and female monarchists, arms manufacturers, steel 
barons, bankers, diplomats—all these and more sought to 
manipulate the Ftlhrer for their own ends. His genius lay in the 
fact that he manipulated them. [September, 1934] 


WHO IS ARMING GERMANY? 


BY DR. ALBERT BRANDT 


Foreign concerns nearly everywhere are pouring the chattels 
of destruction into Hitlerland. In January, the Forum presented 
facts which showed that Germany was rearming. At that time 
there were some who were still incredulous. Today the fact of 
German rearmament has been almost universally accepted. 
But it is not so well known that factories and mines in the very 
countries which may some day be Germany’s enemies in a 
new war are now supplying Germany with the sinews of that 
war. 


The investments of German munitions interests, and for that 
matter of foreign ones, in aiding Hitler’s rise to power have 
proved extremely profitable. When the Chancellor of the Third 
Reich took Germany out of the League and the Disarmament 
Conference, Herr Krupp von Bohlen und Halbach, the eminent 
manufacturer of cannon, grenades, armor plate, and similar 
war devices, declared: “In the united front of all creative 
estates German industry stands unconditionally behind its 
leader.” 


Fritz Thyssen, German steel magnate, was one of the most 
generous of Hitler’s avowed supporters. In 1933 he made one 
contribution of 3,000,000 marks. Hitler himself, just before he 
came to power, paid a fine of 1,000 marks for contempt of 


court rather than answer a direct question as to whether Skoda, 
the great Czechoslovakian munitions concern, had made 
generous gifts to his campaign. At the time Hitler was suing a 
German reporter for having made such an accusation. 


Now, Skoda has plants in Rumania and Poland, and among its 
directors are many of 


the directors of the French Schneider-Creusot armament firm. 
Schneider himself is head of the holding company which owns 
sixty percent of Skoda’s stock. And Skoda is an important 
shareholder in the Prague Landes- bank, which in turn controls 
the Dresdener Schleifmittelwerke, A. G., manufacturers of 
silicon carbide (used in hardening steel) for the Krupp works 
in Germany. 


Is it possible that the big British armament firm of Vickers, 
Ltd., would secretly assist in rearming Britain’s potential 
enemy? General Sir Herbert A. Lawrence, chairman of the 
firm, ought to know. The question was put to him directly at 
the annual meeting of Vickers shareholders on March 26, 
1934. What was his answer? He said that he could not give 
any assurance in definite terms. Pressed for a more satisfactory 
reply, he added that exports of armaments from Great Britain 
were limited strictly to shipments approved by the government 
and that the firm had done nothing without the complete 
approval of the government! In other words, Sir Herbert could 
not deny that Vickers was helping to rearm Germany; he could 
merely offer this justification! 


Possibly his reliance on governmental sanction had nothing to 
do with the fact that in 1932 shareholders in Vickers and its 
affiliates included Sir John Gilmour, Minister of Agriculture; 
Lord John Simon, Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs; and 
Neville Chamberlain, Chancellor of the Exchequer. 


Sir Herbert was also asked to explain advertisements of tanks 
and other armament circulated by the firm in German 
newspapers. He said the firm felt that it could best get in 


touch with its South American clients by advertising in 
German newspapers which circulated in South America! Are 
there no newspapers published in South America? 


General Goering, Nazi Minister of Aviation, visited the British 
air attache in Berlin on July 15, 1933, to negotiate for the 
purchase of from twenty-five to fifty English airplanes “for 
police purposes.” The success of English airplane 
manufacturers had not escaped the general’s keen eye. He was 
informed that “His Majesty’s government could not 
countenance the sale of British aircraft to the German 
government for purposes forbidden by the Paris air 
agreement.” Since then, however, the German magazine Luft- 
wacht and other German publications have announced that 
Germany has purchased her “police planes” elsewhere. There 
are English airplane plants the world over. 


There is no evidence that the Vickers interest gave money 
directly to the Hitler movement, but there is evidence that a 
Vickers affiliate, the Julius Pintsch, A. G., in Berlin, made 
large contributions. 


That even French money was directed circuitously into the 
Hitler campaign fund was implied by M. Faure in his oft- 
quoted speech before the French Chamber of Deputies on 
February 11, 1932, in which he declared: “It is a fact that the 
directors of Skoda, which is controlled by Schneider-Creusot, 
have supported the electoral campaign of Hitler.” 


The firms already mentioned have affiliates and plants in 
almost every country on the face of the globe. As part of their 
enterprises, the directors of these firms are also directors of 
banks and holding companies everywhere. There is little doubt 
that money from all over the world found its way into the 
Hitler treasury and that this money is now coming back, with 
interest, to the coffers of the munitions makers. 


It is also obvious that the funds and material for Hitler’s 
growing war machine are coming from various links in this 
international munitions-money chain. 


United States exporters have been not unwilling to help build 
up Germany’s armed forces. According to figures issued 
March 15, 1934, by the Nazi Ministry of Economics, 
purchases of machinery and airplane parts from the United 
States constituted a large item in German imports for the 
preceding month. “That these purchases may be classed as war 


munitions,” the New York Sun’s Berlin correspondent 
commented, “is disquieting to other countries in Europe which 
remember America’s wartime prosperity.” 


France has within its borders firms which do not hesitate to 
strengthen Hitler’s forces. The French Societe Mines de Bor, 
operator of the copper mines at Bor, reports that the more than 
one hundred percent dividend declared in 1933 was largely 
due to tremendously increased exports to Germany. It is 
scarcely possible that the Nazis will scrupulously avoid using 
the metal for armament purposes. 


A report that Schneider-Creusot had delivered five hundred 
tanks to Germany, in violation of the Versailles Treaty, was 
printed in the Dutch paper Freie Presse, Amsterdam, on 
August 26, 1933. This report was widely reprinted, but never 
denied. On October 4, 1933, M. Senac, executive member of 
the French Association of War Veterans, declared that 
Schneider-Creusot had delivered four hundred more tanks to 
Germany, and demanded an investigation. There was no 
investigation. It is no secret that prominent French officials, 
including even former presidents and the present president, M. 
Lebrun, have until recently been directors of subsidiaries of 
the Comite des Forges de France, the powerful association of 
steel manufacturers of which Schneider-Creusot and other 
minitions concerns are members. The head of the Comite, 
Francois de Wendel, is a member of the House of Deputies, 
regent of the Bank of France, owner of a number of 
newspapers, and generally a powerful figure in French 
political life. 


The Berlin correspondent of the London Sunday Referee, on 
February 6, 1934, sent 


his paper a dispatch to the effect that the Schneider firm had 
sent five hundred tanks to Germany. The same day the 
Czechoslovakian paper Vecrni Ceske Slovo reported that 
French police had been notified that a trainload of arms had 
been sent over the Dutch-Belgian border to Rotterdam, 
ostensibly for shipment to Latvia. On investigation, the paper 
related, it was found that the shipment was really going to 


Germany, and consisted of machine guns manufactured in a 
French plant near Arras. 


The French Gnom et Rhone Jupiter airplane motor, as early as 
1932, was used by the German airplane works of Rohrbach in 
manufacturing a twin-motor ship which can easily be 
converted into a combat plane. 


A German named Gerlich, known as the inventor of a new and 
powerful army rifle which can penetrate very thick armor 
plate, appeared in Denmark in September, 1933, at the 
armament factory of Schulz and Larsens in Otterup, seemingly 
to supervise experiments with this invention. Actually, 
however, he took a castle a few miles from the plant, and with 
his assistants he has carefully supervised the manufacture of 
his new rifle at the Danish plant for export to Germany. 


In Holland the Hollandska Industrie en Handels Maatchappy 
Siderius, with headquarters in Rotterdam, and the Fonderie des 
Canons Piet Smit, in Rotterdam, manufacture heavy cannon 
accessories for Germany, eighty percent of the capital of the 
Siderius firm—according to the Dutch Commercial Register of 
1932—being in the hands of German munitions makers. Also, 
the Bureau of Enjeneers in Gravenhage and the arms factory 
of Martenshoeck are controlled by German finance, especially 
by the Krupp family of Essen. These factories are working full 
blast, manufacturing armaments for export. 


The Meaf factories in Utrecht manufacture torpedo parts; the 
Iffa-Minimax plants export great quantities of bomb- and 
flamethrowers to Germany. It is also in Holland that the 
prominent German arms concern Rheinmetall, A. G., 
maintains huge arms 


depots—in Hoogezand and Krimpen—where war material is 
assembled and thence brought into Germany. At Venlo the 
Nedinsko precision machinery plant makes periscopes for 
illicit U-boats built in German yards in Wilhelmshaven, 
Bremerhaven, and Hamburg. The great electrical works of 
Siemens and Halske, A. G., in Berlin have affiliates also in 
Holland under the name of Haase- meyer Maatchappy. The 
rearmament of the German fleet is helped from there by 
electrical devices for battleship guns and the like. 


Dornier-Whal planes similar to those made in Holland for 
German passenger lines are used by the Dutch Navy as armed 
planes in the colonial service, after only a few changes have 
been made. 


When a French correspondent asked Herr Mandl, head of the 
Austrian Hirtenberger Munitions Fabriken, if he were not 
aware that the exports of war materials to Germany violated 
international agreements, he replied: “I sell arms and 
munitions; it is not my business to interpret treaties.” Herr 
Mandl, also head of the Dutch Cartridge and Munitions 
Company, admitted that business of all his factories, not only 
with the world at large but also with Germany, is excellent. 


The Krupp branch in Berndorf, Austria, improved its business 
more than thirty percent last year by increasing its exports to 
Germany and Japan. 


In Switzerland the Soleure Werkzeug und Maschinen-Fabriken 
sent rifles and machine guns to Germany. The Munitions 
Works of Oerlikon manufacture cannon parts and other 
destructive material for Germany. Continental papers have 
lately been emphasizing enormous exports to Germany from 
these factories. 


In Sweden the Borfors Company and the Borfors Ordnance 
and Drydock Company, close affiliates of the Krupp interests 
in Germany, manufacture cannon parts and cannons for 
Germany under Krupp patents. Mines operated with the capital 
of the German steel trust, in which Herr Fritz Thyssen 
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is prominent, shipped into Germany tremendous quantities of 
iron ore suitable for arms manufacture. 


These shipments are usually routed by way of Rotterdam and 
Amsterdam. The Bolieden copper mines do a big business 
with the Third Reich. At the Roennskar chemical works 
poison gas is manufactured for use in future German wars. 


In the Saar basin Herr Roechling has been supplying both the 
Germans and the French with steel and raw materials for arms. 
He is an ardent Nazi and has contributed a great deal of money 


to the cause. At the same time he does a thriving business with 
the French armament industry. 


That Germany also rearms at sea cannot be doubted. The 
“pocket cruisers” of 10,000 tons, built by the Republic, have 
been a great success. Germany is advised by her experts to 
keep on building them. And in March, 1933, the Marine 
Rundschau, an official organ, openly advocated the 
reorganization of the German U-boat fleet. “It is only a 
question 


of time and we will reestablish our navy.” The German navy 
has experimented extensively with new types of U-boats for 
some time. German experiments have been made in Holland, 
also in Spain, among other countries. Near Cadiz a 600-ton U- 
boat was built from German blue prints, and in Vigo torpedoes 
were manufactured after many experiments under German 
patents. 


The independent press agency of Paris notified us on the 
second of January that the German marine wharfs built a new 
boat called proudly “boat of death.” Mounted with two 
enormous torpedo cannons, it has a speed of almost 200 miles 
and needs only a crew of twenty-five men. 


German munitions plants have branches in Italy, Turkey, 
Japan, and elsewhere; especially airplanes are built there 
extensively. 


Practically everywhere in the world Hitler’s armor is being 
strengthened. 


What horrible boomerang is the world fashioning? 


But business is business, or as the French say it, “Les affaires 
sont les affaires. ” 


The gadfly of the English-speaking world aroused widespread 
ire with this defense of dictatorships. It was called a bomb 
from overseas. Or was it tongue-in-cheek? [September, 1938] 


LET US HAVE MORE DICTATORS! 


BY GEORGE BERNARD SHAW 


It is not fair to call Signor Mussolini and Herr Hitler dictators. 
They are Leaders. 


Fascism is a new form of government, a sort of halfway house 
to Communism. It has been produced by proletarian 
revolutionaries who are completely disgusted with party 
parliaments on the British model, but find the proletariat and 
the poor majority of the middle class incapable of Socialism 
yet very susceptible to a considerable improvement in their 
circumstances. 


This improvement, you will note, is coupled with nationalism, 
in which they all feel a share, which increases self-respect and 
gives them, in effect, a step up in rank. 


These two classes are incorrigible idolaters. They deify any 
orator who shouts what they like to hear often enough. 


On this basis, Fascism has come into political existence and is 
settling into a constitution under the guidance of proletarians 
able enough to seize the opportunity. 


They call themselves not dictators but leaders; and it is both 
polite and convenient to allow them that title as the word 
“dictator” has no specific meaning in modern usage and has 
become merely an abusive epithet. 


The case of Stalin is a special one. Until quite lately he was 
technically a nobody, though in effect he governed Russia as 
far as Russia is governable. 


When the question of appointing a nominal Chief of State 
arose the other day, he at once stepped aside, like Caesar 
refusing the crown, and left the dignity to a much less 
important person. 


In this way he gratified somebody else’s ambition and greatly 
increased the idolatry of himself on which his power rests. 
You may 


call him the father of his people if you like, but not their 
dictator. 


He is a very able man, is Stalin. Let us speak respectfully of 
him. 


A dictatorship is the completest possible negation of a 
totalitarian state insofar as the two are ideas and not 
thoughtless catchwords. But nobody knows exactly what a 
totalitarian state is. 


As I understand it, it is a repudiation of the notion that is so 
fast-rooted among us still: that the function of our popular 
governing bodies is not to govern but to defend us against the 
tyranny of the irreducible minimum of government that 
humanity will endure. 


With us the Leader of the Opposition is always the hero of the 
moment, and the Prime Minister the villain of the piece. 


In the totalitarian state Opposition, as such, is not tolerated. 


The governing bodies are not the battlegrounds of contending 
parties: They have full power, and consequently full 
responsibility, whether they are councils or individual prefects. 


They must get along with their jobs, for if they fail and abuse 
their powers, they make the central government unpopular. 


In Britain the safest course for an individual or council with a 
public job is not to do it. 


Dictators are always necessary. Every employer is a dictator. 
Every sergeant is a dictator. Every ship captain is a dictator. 
Every policeman at the street crossing is a dictator. 


The difficulty always is to find enough capable dictators to 
make the best of our resources. 


People want to be dictated to: It saves them 


the trouble of thinking for themselves. We are all in favor of 
government of the people, for the people, by the people. And 
when we get it, the universal cry is: “Tell us what to do, 
governor!” 


But it should always be possible to get rid of objectional 
officials. In fact it should be possible to get rid of anybody 
who is a nuisance. 


I still stick to my old proposal that everybody should be called 
on every five years or so to justify their existence. There are 
many people in the world who ought to be liquidated. 


Criticism, tempered by fairly stringent laws against libel, 
ought to be privileged in any state, totalitarian or other. So 
ought admonition. When the critics and admonishers are 
organized in churches, the bureaucracy cannot disregard them 
as they disregard individuals. 


If, during a war, an individual says: “Sirs, ye are brothers: 
wherefore do ye wrong one to another?” it is easy to vilify and 
crucify him. 


But if the Pope says so, he has to be listened to, even by 
cabinet ministers who no longer believe that death in battle 
carries with it a passport to hell. 


The opponents of Mussolini, Hitler, and Stalin usually call 
themselves democrats, and in Britain they labor under the 
delusion that ours is a democratic state. 


The fact is that Britain is a plutocratic oligarchy supported by 
democratic snobbery. 


A democrat once said: “Democracy mars results, but it makes 
men.” He betrayed a complete ignorance of political history 
and public affairs. 


If by democracy you mean our party parliaments, which is the 
only reality it has produced, then it is obvious that it mars even 
the best men and produces no results that it can possibly stave 
off. 


Our parliamentary system is not worth preserving, but is so 
mischievous that any energetic political adventurer can make 
himself popular by promising to abolish it. 


As for the supposition that the Fascist systems make for war, 
and that our “democratic” system makes for peace, no system 
can safeguard peace where pugnacity is esteemed a virtue. 


The most effective check on pugnacity at present is poison 
gas. But the cure is viler than the disease. 


Hitler and Mussolini postured in the spotlight of the world 
stage, while Stalin lurked deep in the shadows. This 1938 
face-to-face interview by the Russian-born journalist was a 
journalistic coup. [September, 1938] 


STALIN’S VIEWS ON 
HITLER 


BV PRINCESS CATHERINE 
RADZIWILL 


Stalin chuckled. 


He had just handed me a Reuters new dispatch—one of a flood 
of such dispatches—in which the Nazi government sought to 
convince the world that its hesitation about repeating its 
Austrian feat in Czechoslovakia was due not to fear of any one 
but to Hitler’s wisdom. 


“Do you believe that?” he asked. 
“Certainly not.” 


“Well, you are right not to believe it,” he agreed. Then he 
chuckled again. 


I glanced once more at the dispatch. The final sentence read: 
“Europe owed it solely to the Fiihrer, with his splendid nerve 
and his boundless love of peace, that this dangerous game did 
not result in a catastrophe.” 


This time I chuckled, too. I had just come from Prague— 
where I had gone to study the Czech situation—and I knew 
first hand just how ridiculous this explanation of Hitler’s 
backdown really was. 


“What Hitler was really afraid of,” continued the Man of the 
Kremlin, “was that Russia would move. He was thinking only 
of himself, not of the peace of Europe. ’ ’ 


That this was true no informed person could doubt. 


The Czechoslovakian crisis is a thing of the past, but the 
lesson to be learned from it is definitely of the present and the 
future: the peace of Europe, and perhaps of the world, was 
maintained solely because a direct hint was given from 


Moscow to the Czechoslovakian government to fear no one 
and to call its troops to the colors, because, no matter how 
much Hitler might boast, Germany could not afford to lose its 
prestige by rushing into a war which it would be by no 


means sure to win. For Stalin, the best informed man in 
Europe, knew that the German army was not yet in a condition 
which would allow it to resist a well-equipped enemy. 


“Hitler,” said Stalin, as if in answer to my question, “is not 
such an ass as some people think. He would like nothing better 
than a close alliance with Russia.” 


An alliance between Communism and Fascism! A Moscow- 
Berlin axis! Here was news indeed. Yet who could doubt that a 
friendly understanding with the man in front of me was today 
the main objective of every European government? 


“Will he get it,” I ventured—“that alliance?” 


“Russia doesn’t need alliances,” Stalin replied. “Russia can 
take care of itself.” 


He stopped for a few moments; then went on: 


“I love Russia, and no one knows what I suffer when I hear it 
slandered and maligned. Peter the Great also loved it, and 
made out of it an immense empire. Everybody admits this 
today, but everybody seems to have forgotten how much blood 
he shed before he succeeded in his endeavor. Nothing great 
can be done without blood flowing, because blood is the only 
thing which can cement the fragments of a tottering edifice. 
And it is not so long ago that the entire structure of Russia, 
was tottering and about to fall. It had to be saved. I hope I 
saved it, but I don’t know. ... I wish I knew.”... 


As he spoke, he rose from his seat, a man profoundly 
convinced of the justice of his cause, determined to restore to 
his country the place from which she had been banished. 


“Napoleon the Third once said, ‘The Empire is peace,’ ”’ he 
went on. “I say the same thing, but more truthfully. Soviet 
Russia means peace, wants peace, will and can enforce peace. 
Soviet Russia is not aggressive, it hates aggression, but it can 
meet it and defeat it. It will remain faithful to its treaties, 


without immediately resorting to war in order to enforce 
them.” 


Watching this man—so strong, so poised —I realized more 
clearly than I ever had before that Soviet Russia holds the key 
to the entire European situation. She holds it because she is the 
great unknown; because, so far, no one has been able to 
discover the real strength of her army or the intentions of its 
leaders. 


Stalin remains the man of mystery, a sort of Old Man of the 
Mountain. 


What will Stalin do? What can Stalin do? 


These are the questions which one finds on the lips of almost 
every European politician one talks with. 


Not so long ago the annual maneuvers of the Red Army were 
countermanded without any reason being given for this 
unexpected decision. An English publication went so far as to 
say that it was a proof that Russia as a military force had 
ceased to exist. Stalin was asked to contradict this statement, 
but he merely smiled. 


“Why contradict it?” he asked. “It serves our purpose. We do 
not want our enemies to know whether we are strong or weak; 
they will discover it themselves if they ever dare attack us.” 


This is the mystery which weighs on the minds of politicians 
all over Europe and overshadows every decision they find 
themselves called upon to make. 


How can Hitler attempt to sweep Czechoslovakia off the map 
as he swept Austria off, if he is not sure that Russia won’t 
attack him from the rear? How can France think of fighting 
Hitler, if it has reasons to dread Stalin with his Red troops 
rushing to the Filhrer’s rescue? How can England afford 


to become entangled in a quarrel which is not her own, if her 
hopes of being friendly with the new Russia might be dashed 
to the ground by any untoward move she might make? 


Of course Hitler would like nothing better than a close alliance 
with Stalin. And, in spite of Stalin’s cryptic remark about not 
needing alliances, he may get one. Lately the Ftlhrer has 


turned all his diplomatic attention upon Russia and is now 
trying to negotiate an accord with the Soviet government, 
which Stalin has really wanted to complete a long time and has 
simply awaited a favorable moment to do so. 


This does not mean that Hitler loves Stalin, or that Stalin 
sympathizes with Hitler, but both men seem to understand that 
together they might achieve a start on the road toward the 
peace which they both need. 


“Russia knows, and I know, that what she needs most at the 
present day is reconstruction—internal reconstruction,” said 
Stalin. “Within an incredibly short time, as you will see for 
yourself, Russia will again be prosperous and rank among the 
most industrially successful nations in the world. 


“People call me a monster, but this does not trouble me. 
Napoleon was called a monster. So was our own Peter. So 
were all the men who made something out of nothing. I have 
always thought of my country, even during the dark days when 
I was an exile in Siberia, or a prisoner in a dungeon. I still 
always think of her, and because I do, I shall see to it that, 
while ready to fight—which I can safely say no other country 
in Europe is at present—she does not get into any fight but 
uses her power to maintain peace everywhere.” 


Stalin paused as if to let this momentous statement sink in; 
then he added: “That is a fact of which I am proud, especially 
when I remember the negligible quantity Russia was but a 
short time ago, and how the tables have been turned to 
Russia’s advantage.” 


My thought flew back at once to the recent situation in 
Czechoslovakia, and the Die- 


tator’s must have, too, for he went on to speak of Hitler in 
much plainer terms than the head of one government usually 
employs in speaking of the head of another. 


“Surely this means something,” he said. “Hitler was all ready 
to march into Czechoslovakia, his advanced posts had reached 
its frontiers, when he was made to feel that one step farther 
might mean Russian soldiers facing German ones, and you 
saw what happened. Yet no threat was uttered, no menace was 


used. The existence of Russia simply became to him a serious 
fact to be taken into serious consideration. He knows that a 
conflict with us might mean his own ruin.” 


“If this is so,” I asked, “why did not Soviet Russia use the 
same tactics when poor Austria was invaded?” 


“Because, for one thing, there was no treaty or understanding 
between Austria and Soviet Russia; and, for another, Russia 
did so much in the past for Austria and was rewarded with 
such dire ingratitude, it would have been folly to rush to her 
rescue.” 


“So Soviet Russia means peace?” I mused. 


“Undoubtedly,” was his unhesitating reply. “And Soviet 
Russia is strong enough to prevent war from breaking out 
again to disturb humanity.” 


Stalin made his last statement with a justifiable pride. Thanks 
to him, Russia has once more become a determining factor in 
European politics, such as it was during the reign of Alexander 
IHI. Thanks to him, the old realm of the Ruriks is again coming 
into its own, because Russia now, such as it has become, can 
be declared outside the pale of civilization, together with those 
who rule it; but it can no longer be ignored, and its voice 


must be taken into account when questions of international 
politics arise. 


Fortunately Stalin realizes extremely well that Russia and he 
himself have everything to lose if they become entangled in 
European complications. They will never allow themselves to 
get embroiled in other people’s quarrels or dissensions. 


Russia thinks only of herself, and Stalin thinks only of Russia. 
So today he stands the best defender the world has against the 
criminality of another war which would sweep away the last 
remnants of our seemingly doomed civilization. One question 
still troubled me. 


“But what do you make of Spain and China? Doesn’t their fate 
disturb humanity?” 


“This does not concern Soviet Russia” was the astounding 
reply. “Only Russia concerns Russia. What goes on elsewhere 


doesn’t interest her beyond a certain point. Soviet Russia 
won’t fight for the advantage of its neighbors and competitors. 
But it will fight tooth and nail whenever its interests are 
threatened. 


“Russia is working at its own reconstruction. Russia is on the 
road to become the greatest nation in the world, and so long as 
I am responsible for its welfare, I will not allow it to deviate 
from that road. It is not a road that leads to war, in spite of the 
fact that war holds no terror for Russia.” 


Once more Stalin paused as if to emphasize his own awareness 
of the significance of his words. 


“Nor for her rulers,” he added grimly. 
Then, quite unexpectedly, he chuckled again. 


By 1938-9 Hitler and Prime Minister Chamberlain stood 
eyeball-to- eyeball on the brink of European war. Chamberlain 
blinked. Here are some of his thoughts as he did. [November, 
1938] 


THE PRICE OF PEACE 


BY NEVILLE CHAMBERLAIN 


My father and brother had qualifications far greater than I for 
the highest office of Premiership, but I look upon my position 
today as a continuation, perhaps I might say a consummation, 
of their lifework. 


I entered on my duties at an age when most people would 
think of retiring from active work. 


I do not think it is the long hours or the hard work that form 
the most alarming aspect of the duties of a Prime Minister. 


It is rather the knowledge that in all the perplexities and the 
problems which rise up day after day in front of any 
government in these troublous times the ultimate responsibility 
of the final decision must rest upon the shoulders of the Prime 
Minister. 


No major point of policy can be decided, no real fateful step 
can be taken without the assent, either active or passive, of the 
Prime Minister; and if things go wrong he can never escape 
the reflection: I might have prevented this if I had thought or 
acted differently. 


I believe it is that ultimate and inescapable responsibility 
which is the real root of the anxieties which have worn down 
the energies of our recent Prime Ministers. 


I have the good fortune to be able to count upon the assistance 
of a lady whose affection and understanding have for many 
years made all my troubles seem light. 


She has shared all my plans; she has been privy to all my 
secrets; she has never divulged one. 


She has rejoiced in my successes, she has encouraged me in 
my disappointments, she has guided me with her counsel, she 
has warned me off dangerous courses, and she has never 
allowed me to forget the humanity that underlies all politics. 


I did not seek to enter the House of Com 


mons when I was nearly fifty years of age because I had idle 
time on my hands that I did not know how to fill up. 


I went because I was brought up in a house where public 
service seemed to be a natural part of a man’s life. 


And I should be unhappy if I were deprived of the opportunity 
of doing public service so long as I have power to perform it. 


I was reading a very interesting book the other day. 


The writer, after discussing the credibility of various theories 
on future life, expressed his opinion that the really incredible 
thing was life itself and that the greatest miracle was man’s 
existence in the world. 


I suppose I have got so used to man being here that I can 
hardly imagine the world without him. 


But I know what is a really incredible thing, and that is that I 
should be occupying the office which at present I hold. 


I remember that Mr. Gladstone used to say that the politician 
who entered the House of Commons after he was forty could 
no more make a success of his career than a lady of the same 
age who started to be a ballet dancer. 


I suppose the popular view would be that Cabinet Ministers, 
like generals, should be young; but there is something to be 
said on the other side. 


I am tempted to recall a Chinese proverb —at least it was said 
to be Chinese—that used to be quoted by a famous admiral in 
defense of old men in office. 


This is the proverb: “One decrepit camel still bears the burden 
of many asses.” 


I always think that a man’s character and principles are 
influenced very largely by his upbringing. 


Children generally model themselves on the 


standards that they see adopted by their elders, especially if 
they know that those elders are generally respected. 


I was brought up in a household where we were taught the 
importance of telling the truth even though we got into trouble 
in doing so. 


Perhaps that is a reason why I have developed this habit of 
plainly saying what I believe to be true. 


Another rule of conduct which was also impressed on me 
when I was young was that you should never promise anything 
that you did not think you were able to perform. 


But there was something else in the example of my father’s 
life which impressed me very deeply when I was a young man, 
and which has greatly influenced me since I took up a public 
career. 


It was my observance of his deep sympathy with the working 
classes and his intense desire to better their lot which inspired 
me with an ambition to do something in my turn to afford 
better help to the working people and better opportunities for 
the enjoyment of life. 


At first I thought anything I could do in that direction would 
be done locally in serving on the Council of my native city; 
but when afterwards I decided to enter upon national politics, 
the background was still the same, and I have not yet lost sight 
of it. 


To me, the very idea that the hard-won savings of our people, 
which ought to be devoted to the alleviation of suffering, to 
the opening out of fresh institutions and recreations, to the care 
of the old, to the development of the minds and bodies of the 
young—the thought that these savings should have to be 
dissipated upon the construction of weapons of war is hateful 
and damnable. 


Yet I cannot shut my eyes to the fact that under the present 
conditions of the world we 


have no alternative but to go on with it, because it is the very 
breath of our British being, our freedom itself, that is at stake. 


Do not let us forget that this freedom has come down to us 
from the past, bought for us at a price. 


If we wish to keep it we must pay the interest on that price in 
each succeeding generation. 


We pass no judgment upon the political systems of other 
countries, but neither Fascism nor Communism is in harmony 
with our temperament and creed. 


And yet, whatever differences there may be between us and 
other nations on that subject, do not forget that we are all 
members of the human race and subject to the like passions 
and affections and fears and desires. 


There must be something in common between us if we can 
find it, and perhaps by our very aloofness from the rest of 
Europe we may have some special part to play as conciliator 
and mediator. 


An ancient historian once wrote of the Greeks that they had 
made gentle the life of the world. 


I do not know whether in these modern days it is possible for 
any nation to emulate the example of the Greeks, but I can 
imagine no nobler ambition for an English statesman than to 
win the same tribute for his own country. I believe in liberty. 
Without it there can be no true democracy. 


For the preservation of democracy I would fight myself, and I 
believe the people of this country would fight. 


Were Britain attacked, she would know how to defend herself 
—as she always has done in the past. 


But our present program of defense is the surest way of 
avoiding the dread necessity of fighting at all. 


Hitler had ruthlessly invaded Austria and Czechoslovakia, 
while the democracies sat by. Now he further stunned the 
world by signing a nonagression pact with Russia. This 
emboldened him to defy England and France by invading 
Poland on September 1, 1939. He had misjudged the 
democracies, who reacted by declaring World War II. Had he 
also played into Stalin’s hands? [December, 1939] 


WAS HITLER DOUBLE- 
CROSSED? 


BY WALTER KARIG 


When Hitler and Stalin sat down together to divide the world, 
the Communist dictator ran his thumb down the twenty-fourth 
degree of longitude on a map of Europe and said, “Everything 
to the east of this is mine. What is west of it is yours.” 


Under his breath, behind his great mustache, he added: “Yours 
—if you can get it. Yours—until I want it.” 


For the information authoritatively and officially received in 
the United States makes it plain that Stalin is confident he has 
sold Hitler the biggest gold brick of all time. The Filhrer, poor 
rube, thinks he outsmarted the uncouth Muscovite. He did not 
pay for the gold brick out of his own pocket. He gave, in 
exchange for it, Finland and Estonia and Latvia, the steppes 
and marshes of Poland, and control of Rumania’s eastern 
provinces already bordering on Russia. 


But the Communist vision sees far beyond that initial 
transaction. It contemplates with silent laughter the long- 
heralded World Revolution accomplished for Moscow by its 
hitherto most furious foe. Most of eastern central Europe is in 
Stalin’s hands, captured without bloodshed. Russia’s vast 
armies are on Germany’s border, and the German people have 
been commanded to love and respect them as friends. Hitler 
has pledged himself to deliver to Stalin $35,000,000 worth of 
the implements of war the Russians cannot make for 
themselves. 


All Stalin has to do is to consolidate his position along that 
twenty-fourth degree of longitude, let Hitler supply him with 
artillery in exchange for wheat and oil, and wait. 


If the Allies whip the Germans on the west front, Stalin will do 
to the Reich as he did to Poland—march in through the back 


door, at least as far as the River Elbe. 


If Hitler calls upon Stalin for manpower, the Communist 
dictator will cheerfully comply, for that will mean a peaceful 
occupation of Germany by “friendly” Russian troops right up 
to the Rhine. According to confidential reports from American 
observers in the Reich, Hitler will only invite the Red Armies 
to cross Germany for help against the British and French as a 
last desperate suicidal gamble—for even the Filhrer realizes 
that with every Red trooper admitted to Germany a 
Communist agitator will come in. 


Stalin’s strategy goes beyond that, however. It 1s within his 
scheme to have Russia’s military manpower fail to beat back 
the Allies and thus to invite terror to Germany, which, as in 
1918, will be thrown into revolution—a revolution which the 
Bolshevik guests of the Reich will direct to the end of creating 
the Soviet Socialist Republic of Prussia as a part of the 
Communist empire. 


But if Hitler wins? 


Stalin and Military Commissar Voroshilov are more confident 
that Hitler can’t win than General Gamelin is! 


What the world witnessed in the photographs of Nazi Foreign 
Minister von Rib- bentrop and Soviet Foreign Commissar 
Molotov signing the treaties (with Stalin grinning in the 
background) was not a diplomatic master stroke by Hitler but 
the flowering of a colossal Communist plot. 


Let us take a look at the background, with 


Stalin’s grin in mind. You will remember that announcement 
of the Russo-German trade treaty and nonaggression pact was 
made while the emissaries of France and Britain were cooling 
their heels in Moscow. The British, and to a lesser extent the 
French, had been trying for weeks to sign up Stalin to a 
contract pledging Russia’s help to the democracies if the Nazis 
should burst through their eastern boundaries again. The Allies 
thought it would be a cinch to get Stalin’s signature on the 
dotted line, for had not Hitler raved against Communism and 
stated his intention of grabbing off the Ukraine, Russia’s 
breadbox? 


Poland had proved to be the hitch in the proceeding. Stalin 
didn’t give two whoops in a rain barrel for the democracies. 
He hated the Poles, and he hated the Chamberlain government 
of England, which had been scarcely less anti-Communist than 
Hitler pretended to be. But all that Stalin wanted was to get 
astride the German frontier and to insulate the Ukraine against 
Hitler. Consequently he said he would line up with the Allies 
against Germany if Russian troops were given free passage 
through Poland to attack the Nazis once they crossed their own 
frontiers. 


That was agreeable to the British. The French were a little 
dubious. But the Poles were adamant. “What is the use of 
inviting one invasion in the hope of stopping another?” they 
asked. “Listen, John Bull. We have been intimate neighbors 
with the Nazis and the Communists for a long, long time. We 
know there is nothing to choose between them. We’ll take our 
chances fighting off a German invasion singlehanded before 
we invite a Russian invasion.” 


The British were impatient. “See here,” they said. “Don’t you 
Poles realize we are trying to save you? We have pledged 
ourselves to go to war with Germany if you are invaded, but 
we jolly well have to have help over on your side of the 
Reich.” 


Now, you can criticize what used to be the Polish government 
for many, many faults 


and mistakes, but not for not being realistic. It knew perfectly 
well—and here is something for Americans to remember— 
that England and France were not going to risk a costly and 
bloody war just to save poor little Poland from aggression and 
conquest. England and France were going to fight Hitler 
because, if Germany gobbled up Poland, the Nazis would rule 
all of Europe and presently rule the world. The war would be 
one of self- preservation, not for Poland’s preservation—and 
least of all for that 1f Poland were turned over to the Soviets in 
the process. 


So Stalin could not get at Germany with Poland’s help and the 
Allies’ blessing! He stalled. And then up stepped Hitler and 


offered everything Stalin wanted without the necessity of 
fighting anybody for it. 


That was no sudden and surprising deal, of course, as you 
know from forecasts made many months ago. The wily owners 
of the world’s two funniest mustaches had been cautiously 
dickering for over a year. Then, in August, Hitler brushed 
aside his fears— which included fear of Germany’s reaction to 
a Russian alliance—in what he believed was a brilliant stroke 
to outsmart the French and the British. 


Hitler was positive that, if he signed up the Russians and 
prevented a Moscow-London- Paris alliance, France and 
Britain would not fight. 


And Stalin knew that France and Britain were bound to fight. 
Now you see the dimensions of this monstrous double-cross. 


Hitler assured his generals and his cabinet that Britain would 
never in the world go to war with Germany over Poland unless 
the Russians would do Britain’s fighting for it on the eastern 
front. Germany would conquer Poland in less than a month, 
and after that it would be child’s play to jump on Rumania and 
put the Nazi nippers on the Ukraine. The Brown Shirts were so 
confident that they bragged to Americans about the fast one 
they were pulling on Britain and Russia, and the boasts were 
duly recorded in Washington. 


But Stalin and such of his executives as he had not polished 
off against a brick wall knew a little bit more than Hitler 
thought he did. The British and French had disclosed their 
plans for war with Germany. Military missions from Paris and 
London had been in Moscow for weeks, letting Voroshilov and 
his staff have a peek at the Allied war plans just to impress the 
Russians. 


So the Soviet dictator, knowing what was in the minds of both 
adversaries, called his crew together and said, “Boys, here’s 
where we can’t lose. We can go along with the British, which 
may cost us a few hundred thousand muzhiks, or we can string 
along with the Germans, which won’t cost us anything.” 


So the Communists strung along with the Nazis, to whose 
horror Britain and France did declare war. Then, while the 
Poles in Warsaw fought off Hitler’s crack storm troops, Russia 
moved into Poland. 


Stalin dictated the partition of Poland which cut Germany off 
from Rumania, cut the Nazi army out of Poland’s oil fields, 
and made contact with that part of the Ukraine awarded to 
Hungary after Czechoslovakia’s dismemberment. With the 
Reich already on short rations, with the old German 
Communist elements in western Germany boldly parading 
once more and disrupting the forced production of Essen’s war 
industries, Hitler had to sign on the line indicated by Stalin—a 
line which gave Russia three-fifths of that Poland which tens 
of thousands of German soldiers had died or bled to conquer, 
an area which included not only Poland’s petroleum but most 
of its zinc deposits, grain fields, and sugar-beet fields. The 
partition of Poland put Germany into a strategic position, 
before Russia, about on a par with Jonah’s before the whale. 


What small part of the Ukraine is not securely in the Russians’ 
hands is dominated by them. The humiliating treaty of Brest- 
Litovsk in 1917 is avenged. In that year the Kaiser made a deal 
with the Reds. If it had not been for Hitler’s predecessor as 
warlord, 


there might be no Red Russia. Now, because of the Ftlhrer’s 
insensate greed and egoism, the world is threatened with the 
prospect of a Red Europe, a Red Asia. 


But what of the resources put at Germany’s command by the 
commercial treaty with Russia? 


Veteran experts of the United States Department of Commerce 
scoff at such questions. Hitler was hoodwinked on that deal, 
too. The terms of the commercial treaty arrange a barter of 
some $35,000,000 worth of German machines and war 
materials for a like amount of Russian raw materials. Germany 
expected to get petroleum, wheat, manganese, asbestos, and 
lumber from the Soviets. 


Last year Poland exported to Germany more than $38,000,000 
worth of cereals, minerals, and oil, most of the sources of 


which have been destroyed since September 1. The trade 
agreement with Russia does not even make up to Germany for 
that commerce, willfully destroyed. 


The Anglo-French blockade has effectually cut off more than 
half the Reich’s total foreign business, while the treaty with 
Russia has merely doubled—and that but nominally— 
Germany’s commerce with its fourteenth lowest customer- 
supplier. 


Railroads into German Poland from Russian Poland number 
but three, while the highways, about to become impassable as 
winter sets in, are narrow, unpaved, and tortuous. These 
routes, rail and motor, will be crowded with supply trains for 
Russia’s 1,000,000 men of the army of occupation. The Red 
Army on Germany’s frontier is a great maw hungrily 
swallowing the supplies, from gasoline to grain, which Hitler 
hoped to get from the Soviets. What Germany can get from 
Russia has to be strained through Stalin’s hungry troops in a 
war-ruined land, but what Germany is pledged to supply 
Russia can be delivered at the frontier. American military 
experts agree with the experts in the government economic 
service that Hitler will use up in six months more than 


Russia can supply him in eighteen—and Russia cannot deliver 
rubber, cotton, animal and vegetable fats, wool and tin, from 
which Germany is cut off entirely. 


There has been a great deal of obvious and 


stupid propaganda to the effect that Hitler is crazy. Weighing 
the effects of the deal he made with Russia, however, one 
wonders if the propagandists were not right. 


Adolf Hitler was universally despised after war came, except 
by his own followers. Yet one man found it almost possible to 
forgive him. [August, 1940] 


I CANNOT HATE HIM 


BV MAHATMA GANDHI 


During the greater part of a life already longer than most, I 
have tried to hold firm to one basic belief that has been at the 
same time a guide and a support. It has been my conviction, 
growing steadily stronger as the years progressed, that the 
multitude of ills attacking and separating mankind can none of 
them be eradicated forever until man vows never to lift his 
hand against his brother man, never to take up the sword and 
wet it in the blood of another human being. 


My faith is in nonviolence; rather, my faith is nonviolence. I 
have been attacked by many for it, and from more than one- 
quarter has come criticism that has hurt me deeply. There have 
been desperate moments when passions were running high and 
when a thousand difficulties pressed upon our movement, but 
the result was a strengthening rather than a weakening of our 
determination. For somewhere someone must make a start 
with more than talk. 


That has been my attempt. I have had some 


success, and I am proud to think that I have seen men unite for 
a prized objective and strike not one violent blow toward its 
attainment. Perhaps it was not much, but it was a beginning; 
and I hope and believe that its significance as a demonstration 
of the practicability of the golden rule has not been lost on the 
Western world. 


But for the one who believes and trusts in nonviolence, in 
peace on earth and good will toward all men, these last few 
years have been sad. The present year must be the saddest, 
surely, in living memory. It must be sadder even than those 
black years of 1914-18, for now it seems that their great toll of 
millions of young lives sacrificed was in vain, and that the 
fresh generations must again be cut down in the very flower of 
their youth. 


For the pace of war is quickening and the field of action 
spreading, and at any moment now it seems that the threat of 
“total war” must become a hideous reality, darkening the skies 
of England, France, and Germany with 


the roaring tides of warplanes and shattering the proud cities in 
smoke and fire. How can any living man think of such a scene 
and not feel his heart weep within him? 


With such a storm threatening each morning, when every man 
knows that the flowers growing outside his window today in 
the sunlight may tomorrow be ripped up and flung high in 
spouts of smoking earth, surely he must ask himself, “Who has 
done this? Who is responsible for the terror that has come over 
our lives?” 


For Englishmen and Frenchmen, indeed for most Europeans, 
and perhaps for many Germans and most Americans, the 
answer today takes the person of one man. On July 23 last year 
I addressed a personal letter to him. The idea was not mine; 
several people had urged it upon me, in the belief that an 
appeal to Adolf Hitler from one who had based his public life 
on the principle of nonviolence might conceivably have some 
effect and certainly could do no harm. I could not share their 
optimism, but neither, in such a time, could I ignore their 
entreaty. And so I wrote these words: 


“Friends have been urging me to write to you. I have resisted 
their request because of the feeling that any letter from me 
would be an impertinence. Something tells me, however, that I 
must not calculate, and that I must make an appeal for 
whatever it may be worth. 


“Tt is quite clear that you are today the one person in the world 
who can prevent a war which may reduce humanity to the 
savage state. Must you pay that price for any object, however 
worthy it may appear to you to be? Will you listen to the 
appeal of one who has deliberately shunned the method of war 
not without considerable success? 


“Anyway, I anticipate your forgiveness, if I have erred in 
writing to you.” 


I do not know if Herr Hitler considered 


that I was impertinent in writing to him. My letter brought no 
answer; it is unnecessary to add that it had no visible effect. 


It shows my belief that it lay in the decision of one man alone 
to permit Europe to remain at peace, however uneasily. I know 
that many other forces contributed to the tense atmosphere 
between the Great Powers just before war broke out—the 
tradition of violence and the many old rivalries. But it still 
seems to me to be true that at the final point this one man had 
the power, if he willed to use it, to hold humanity back from 
the brink. 


He did not will to use it. 


I have been asked where my sympathies lie. From the purely 
humanitarian viewpoint, certainly they are all with England 
and France. I do not wish the French and the British to be 
defeated. But neither do I wish for the defeat of the German 
people. There will be little worth and happiness in the future 
for those of us in the rest of the world if whole peoples, no 
matter what their nationality, lie crushed, humbled, and 
embittered; for if there is bitterness in the hearts of one people, 
does it not carry within it the black seed of future wars? 


If this war is fought to a finish, however, civilization may 
perish in the holocaust. God grant, then, that it shall be halted 
in time. But can it be halted while hatred remains in the breasts 
of men? And if I bear hatred for one man, will not this hatred 
spread out its roots and grow insidiously into a hatred for all 
the people of his country? 


Yes, there is every reason for condemning the dictator of the 
Third Reich. But if I wish the armies to lay down their 
weapons and stay the slaughter, which is the meaning and 
message of nonviolence, I must be true to my faith: there must 
be no hatred in my heart for any living man. I deplore his acts, 
but I cannot hate Adolf Hitler. 


In America, prominent men like ex-President Herbert Hoover, 
Colonel Charles A. Lindbergh, and Ambassador Joseph P. 
Kennedy saw the war as none of our business. Formed into a 
powerful American First Committee, they argued for a 
negotiated peace with Germany, thus keeping the United 


States out of the conflict. Here Dr. Otto Strasser, one-time 
Nazi and close Hitler associate, answers such a plea by 
Colonel Lindbergh. [April, 1941] 


WHEN HITLER TALKS OF 
PEACE 


BV OTTO STRASSER 


Colonel Charles A. Lindbergh has voiced a demand for a 
negotiated peace. It must have struck him and the American 
people that this demand earned the loud approval of the Hitler 
press and the Goebbels radio, which could not find words 
strong enough to praise the “clearheadedness, courage, and 
wisdom” of his attitude. 


It must have struck him that this same demand is being raised 
by the Communists in all countries who today are supporters 
of Stalin’s treaty of friendship with Hitler. The Daily Worker, 
London organ of the Communist Party, in the last issue before 
it was suppressed, also demanded a negotiated peace. 


Is a negotiated peace with Hitler in any way possible? That is 
the question. Colonel Lindbergh says it is because, granting 
his good faith, he does not know Hitler; I deny it because I do 
know Hitler. 


The best answer comes from Hitler himself. He expressed it in 
a conversation with me about the Versailles Treaty, a 
conversation that contributed materially to my break with him. 


We were talking about the Versailles Treaty and we agreed that 
it had led to no real peace and by its very nature could lead to 
none. But then came a significant difference of opinion. My 
view was that the Versailles Treaty had been too severe, that it 
had been felt as a wound by the German people, and therefore 
any confident cooperation with the former enemies was 
rendered impossible. But such cooperation—this was my con 


clusion—must be the essence of every true peace; otherwise it 
is no more than an armistice. 


Hitler was of an altogether different opinion: “Clemenceau 
was entirely right in wanting to destroy Germany! It was his 
bad luck that tenderhearted Americans and calculating 
Englishmen got in his way and prevented the destruction of 
Germany. Versailles was not too severe; it was too lenient. 
That was the tragedy of France. The peace I shall make will 
not be too lenient, for no one is going to get in my way when I 
crush the enemy.” 


I was horrified. “Of course in pure theory,” I said, “you have a 
peace when you have exterminated or dispersed the enemy as 
the Romans did the Carthaginians. But, quite apart from the 
fact that we have since then become Christians, such an action 
was only possible because it involved no more than two to 
three hundred thousand people. The men were killed, the 
women and children were sold into slavery and scattered 
throughout the world. But you can’t do that with forty million 
Frenchmen, forty million Englishmen, and twenty-five million 
Poles! And so, leaving out of account the compelling moral 
considerations, simple realism demands a peace by 
negotiation. That means a peace that will preserve the vital 
interests and honor of the enemy.” 


Hitler fell into a passionate rage. “For me there is no such 
thing as a negotiated peace; for me there is only the physical 
and psychological extermination of the enemy. If 
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you leave the enemy so much as the breath of life, he will 
dream of revenge, and at the very first opportunity, when you 
are in difficulties, he will attack you. Man is a beast that 
cannot be trained; but today science puts at our disposal the 
means to destroy a people physically and psychologically, and 
we have the technical equipment to scatter whole peoples 
throughout the world and thereby disintegrate them. 
Negotiated peace is one of the lies of liberalism and history 
has proved it to be an impossibility.” 


I replied: “That’s simply not true! In modern history we have 
three very striking examples of peace by negotiation. The war 
of the North against the South in America did not result in 
perpetual enmity but in close and lasting cooperation. 


“In 1866 we had the example of the war between Prussia and 
Austria which Bismarck succeeded in concluding, after bitter 
struggles with the King and the General Staff, by a negotiated 
peace with Austria. At that time the shortsighted Prussian 
militarists wanted to march into Vienna; they wanted to annex 
Bohemia and destroy Austria through an indemnity of a billion 
crowns. With great foresight, Bismarck fought for a negotiated 
peace instead: not a square yard of territory, not one crown of 
war indemnity, and no triumphal march into Vienna. And it 
was only this negotiated peace of Nikolsbur’g that made 
possible four years later the victory in France and the 
foundation of the German Empire. For if Austria had stepped 
to the side of France, as a large faction in Vienna wished to do 
at that time, Prussia would have had to fight a war on two 
fronts and would have lost. And until her end Austria 
remained, thanks to the negotiated peace of 1866, Germany’s 
most loyal ally. 


“A third and last example was the conclusion of the Boer War. 
After a conflict carried on with tremendous losses and great 
bitterness, England pursued a policy of understanding with the 
Boers so successfully that in 1914, only twelve years later, the 
same General Smuts who had fought against 


England as a Boer general now fought as an English general. It 
was only this policy of negotiation that enabled England to 
retain her African Colonial Empire in 1914, and today she is 
still profiting by the fruits of this policy. Only a similar policy 
can bring peace to Europe.” 


As always happens when Hitler’s phrases are destroyed by 
facts, he became violently angry. “We don’t need peace in 
Europe; what we need is German domination over Europe. 
That is the true road to peace! There must be only one armed 
nation, and we are that nation. Then the other peoples can go 
about their business under the protection of the German sword. 
If you compel a people for fifty years to stick at humble tasks 
and remove every possibility and every memory of self- 
defense and the use of arms, then it acquires the habits and the 
way of thought of a slave. Germans are the warrior caste of 
Europe; the other peoples are Europe’s worker caste.” 


Thus Hitler himself answered the question whether a 
negotiated peace with him is possible. Any negotiation with 
Hitler or his system is out of the question! 


That does not exclude the possibility that in certain 
circumstances Hitler may raise, or have raised, a tactical 
demand for “peace by negotiation.” Always when he is in 
difficulties he adopts the tones of peace. Always when he 
wants to win time he proposes a peace pact. And when today 
Nazism and Communism in joint chorus demand a negotiated 
peace, that only means that for the moment Hitler is worried 
for fear the continuation of the war with England (behind 
whom America’s inexhaustible sources of aid are becoming 
more and more effective) may threaten the fruits of his recent 
conquests. Naturally enough Hitler would like time to 
completely digest the conquered territories— Poland, Norway, 
Belgium, Holland, Luxembourg, and France; to organize their 
resources according to a unified plan; and then, with his 
fighting power materially increased, to take up once more the 
battle against 
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England and America. That would be an ideal solution for 
Hitler, and it would permit his friend Stalin in the interim to 
carry on and make more effective his Communist propaganda 
in England and America. 


And so today whoever urges a negotiated peace 1s actually 
playing Hitler’s and Stalin’s game—even if he personally has 
the excuse of not knowing what Hitler’s intentions are. 


Spying is a commonplace in world affairs, but the plots and 
counterplots spawned during the Hitler years were more 
bizarre than those dreamed up in the wildest imagination of 
fiction writers. 


Hitler appeared to be getting away with murder—literally—on 
all levels of German life. Yet this refugee writer saw 
simmering opposition and muted murmurs of assassination. 
[August, 1937] 


WHY THE FCIHRER CAN’T SLEEP 


BV RENE KRAUS 


Hitler sleeps badly— especially in Berlin. His lungs need the 
healthy air of the Bavarian mountains; that, at least, is the 
opinion of his personal physician, Dr. Sauerbruch—a most 
distinguished medical man, and the one man in Germany who 
enjoys freedom of speech. He always prescribes a rest in the 
mountains; so the Ftlhrer always has an excuse to escape from 
Berlin to his “eagle’s nest,” the only spot where he feels 
reasonably safe. Why run risks, when life is so beautiful—in 
the daytime? 


At night ghosts walk. Ernst Roehm was Hitler’s most intimate 
friend. He was also a professional soldier, adventurer, 
libertine, seducer of youth, and government minister. He built 
up for the Ftlhrer those civilian armies of Brown Shirts and 
Black Shirts with whom the Nazis seized power. A little over a 
year after they did so, on the thirtieth of June, 1934, that 
German night of St. Bartholomew, Hitler had his bosom friend 
assassinated. A personal bodyguard fired the fatal shots; and 
he himself, the Ftlhrer, stood by, his expression unmoved, 
while the murder was accomplished. 


Apparently Roehm did not grasp what was happening. He lay 
in bed in a hotel in the small Bavarian resort of Wiessee after a 
debauch. He was allowed no time to seize a weapon, no time 
for explanations. The justice of the Nazis works quickly. As 
soon as Adolf Hitler has conceived a suspicion against a man, 
sentence is already passed. Efficiency! 


Since then more than three years have gone by. Out of 
suspicion of one man, Roehm, who it seems wanted to restrict 
the political power of the Ftlhrer, there has grown a suspicion 
and fear of thousands, millions, nay, the whole world. And yet 
this fear can7 


not be called an aberration. In this one matter Hitler’s mind 
seems to function quite normally. Death does lurk in every 
corner. It can wear any disguise. For a concealed group of men 
are determined to avenge murder with murder. 


These men call themselves Roehm’s Revengers. They form the 
most dangerous secret society of our time. They flocked 


together from the legions that after the end of the World War 
carried on a small private warfare on all the borders of 
Germany; also from the bands of freebooters who had put 
down the Communist disturbances in Saxony and Bavaria. Of 
their number are the assassins who shot from ambush two of 
the most hated ministers of the Republic, Rathenau and 
Erzberger. When they first gathered, noblemen were among 
them, and officers, peasants, students, unemployed, 
professional revolutionaries, and idlers. 


The human magnei ttiat drew them all together was Ernst 
Roehm, a former captain in the German army who had gone to 
Bolivia, when there was no more fighting to be had in Europe, 
to conduct a war in the green hell of the Gran Chaco. Hitler 
fetched him back to the Fatherland and turned over to him the 
organization of the party army. All the bold spirits in Germany 
gathered around the plump man with the bloated, scar- 
corroded face and the high soprano voice. Though the outward 
appearance of Captain Ernst Roehm must certainly have 
frightened the good German burghers, boys and men of the 
same inclinations as his own were brought under his spell. 


They called themselves patriots. Actually they were anarchists, 
nihilists, cynics. Their morality consisted in contempt for 
women; 


their faith, the myth of blood brotherhood; their principle, 
never under any conditions to pay a debt; their argument, a 
length of rubber hose and a revolver. With every upheaval 
these elements are spewed forth from the lower darkness. 
Hitler, perhaps, was forced by a compulsion that always exists 
under the circumstances when, seeking to suppress this vicious 
ring, he passed judgment on its leaders—Roehm was only one 
of the many bloody victims of the thirtieth of June—and, 
without trial, put them to death. 


The barbarous way in which these executions were done 
created new hatred. From liberals and Communists, from 
organized workers, browbeaten capitalists, persecuted 
Christians, baited Jews, and disgruntled aristocrats Hitler has 
little to fear. He knows how to deal with them, and where his 
education is lacking, it is well supplemented by Herr Himmler 


and Herr Heydrich, two dissolute students who head the 
Gestapo, Hitler’s dread secret police. Only his own former 
supporters and disciples who for the past three years have been 
his deadly foes— they cannot be checked. 


Roehm’s Revengers are not to be tamed. Concentration 
camps? Death sentences? Executions? What is there about 
dying to frighten these men? “Drink and you’re done for, don’t 
drink and you’re done for; so you might as well drink’”—those 
are the words of their favorite toast. It is also their philosophy 
of life. 


They are hidden in all parts of the political machine. The 
police chief of the town of Breslau, Heines, was one of them. 
He was hauled out and shot. Did the premier of Saxony, 
Manfred von Killinger, a former U-boat captain in the imperial 
navy and one of Hitler’s first partisans, belong to them? He 
had already been transferred to the death cell of the Dresden 
prison: then Hitler pardoned him, and today Herr von Killinger 
lives in a small village, of course under the strictest police 
supervision. Microphones that have been set up in his modest 
house transmit every word that is spoken under his roof. 


One of the most active of Roehm’s Revengers was the 
engineer Formis. His specialty was the sabotaging of the 
Ftlhrer’s radio speeches. The Gestapo picked up his trail— 
Formis disappeared. He succeeded in escaping to 
Czechoslovakia. But their agents followed him, and in a 
village near Prague caught up with him. His body, horribly 
mutilated, was found the next morning. The murderers, back 
in Germany, were honored as national heroes. Now they 
themselves are on Roehm’s Revengers’ proscribed list. 


How tormenting is Hitler’s fear of this secret society one can 
gather from the mistakes of the Gestapo. Not long ago twenty- 
year-old Helmuth Hirsch, an American citizen and son of a 
well-to-do Jewish family living in Czechoslovakia, was 
sentenced to death for illegal possession of explosives, and it 
was only due to the intervention of the American consul in 
Berlin that the sentence was commuted to life imprisonment. 
Among the initiated it was well known that young Hirsch was 
charged with belonging to Roehm’s Revengers. It stands to 


reason that he never did, for Roehm’s Revengers are no less 
fanatically anti-Semitic than the Ftlhrer himself. 


At all events Hitler sees ghosts. Sometimes he also sees the 
letter R. R., signature of Roehm’s Revengers. As if intent on 
driving him mad, these two letters dog his footsteps. Mail 
addressed to him always includes correspondence stamped R. 
R. The initials were once found on a treaty that had been laid 
before him to be signed. Once they were even stenciled in 
scarlet ink on the trench coat in which he appears in public. 


On that day Professor Dodd, the American ambassador, 
received a telephone call from the chief of protocol of the 
Foreign Office. The Chancellor regretted that he was forced 
once more, by urgent affairs, to put off an already postponed 
diplomatic reception. Diplomats wracked their brains over the 
nature of these urgent affairs. Actually, the Ftlhrer was at that 
moment fleeing by air- 


plane to his house in the Bavarian mountains. Only there, on 
the Obersalzberg near Ber- chtesgaden, can he breathe in 
peace. The only road that leads to Villa Wachenhorst — 
Hitler’s house—is guarded on both sides by specially selected 
troops. No living being can pass through unnoticed. 


It is no accident that he built his villa right on the Austrian 
border. Villa Wachenhorst is the place from which he can see 
his own Austria—to him, the Promised Land. 


Above all, it is his refuge. Here two hundred and fifty 
towering young men, each over six feet tall, crack shots, 
instructed in jujitsu, with chain-mail vests under their shirts, 
share his hermit’s existence: the bodyguard. 


These young men stand above all laws. They have the right to 
shoot without challenging if anyone makes the slightest 
movement that seems to them suspicious. They are as strong 
as bears and drilled like machines. Money has no part in their 
salary. Women are brought to them, but only for a single visit. 
They may not marry; they may have no friendships, no 
relationships of any kind outside of their own group. 


They inhabit the parks and the corridors, the halls and the 
rooms of Villa Wachenhorst. They superintend the preparation 


of the Fiihrer’s breakfast; they stand nearby when any visitor 
is received; they search every nook and corner before Hitler 
retires. And yet, several weeks ago, the two letters R. R. glared 
forth in dazzling red on the wall of his bedroom. 


Among the German people nothing is ever known of the 
FOhrer’s whereabouts. It is known that he seldom comes to 
Berlin, but that is about all. When he is there, his car travels at 
a hundred kilometers an hour through closed-off streets. Black 
Shirts of the S. S. are drawn up in a double row, facing both 
street and sidewalk. The windows of the houses that he races 
past must remain locked. Wherever an inquisitive face shows 
itself, a detective of the Gestapo immediately appears. 


When Hitler attends an exhibition, it is in 


the evening, after the public has been locked out. He no longer 
goes to see plays and moving pictures. Films are shown in his 
palace, and the role of host in the civic theaters he has passed 
on to General Gbring, who always wears a bulletproof vest 
under his glittering uniform. The Ftlhrer himself goes only to 
the Wagner festival in Bayreuth. He feels that he owes this to 
Frau Wagner, the widow of Siegfried Wagner and Richard 
Wagner’s daughter-in-law, who opened her salon to him in the 
days when German society would have nothing to do with 
him. 


He has not taken a train in more than two years. The last time 
he entrusted himself to one he was traveling to East Prussia. 
At a small deserted station the locomotive suddenly failed. 
Accident or sabotage? Today it is still not certain. Hitler got 
into a motorcar—and a dozen rail officials, from the station 
head to the locomotive driver, vanished, never to be seen 
again. 


Automobile riding was for years Hitler’s hobby. Today he uses 
a motorcar only when absolutely necessary. At least twice, it is 
known, his car was shot at from ambush on country roads. He 
himself was not hit; but once the driver was injured, and once 
Heydrich was. 


So now Hitler makes all his journeys by airplane—and only 
afterward do the German people learn exactly where he has 


been. 


In Bavaria he used to frequent hotels, beer cellars, cafes. Now, 
just once a year, on the party anniversary in Nilrnberg, he 
appears in the hall of the largest hotel at a beer festival. This is 
almost the sole opportunity for the masses to see their Ftlhrer 
near at hand. Not too near, at that. His box on the assembly 
field is closed off from the spectators’ stands and a triple circle 
of life guards surrounds him. This system of protection he 
borrowed, along with many other tricks, from the Soviets. A 
functionary of the G. P. U. named Ulajinski, who fled from 
Russia and entered the service of the Gestapo, recommended 
it. 


On the last party anniversary in Nilrnberg, 


Hitler’s double made his first appearance. Nobody knows 
exactly who the double is. Some say he is a mechanic called 
Anton Schmaelzle, who was famous in Wtlrzburg for his 
resemblance to the Ftlhrer. Others believe him to be the actor 
Friedrich Leisen- bogh. It is a fact that both Schmaelzle and 
Leisenbogh have disappeared from their old surroundings. In 
Ntlrnberg it was remarked that Hitler was apparently to be 
seen at the same time in different places—nowhere was he 
clearly recognizable. Gradually the rumor circulated that 
Ntlrnberg harbored not one Adolf Hitler but at least two, and 
perhaps even three. Elsewhere, for public appearances, his 
double more or less takes his place. On the first of May, for 
example, when he drives out to the Tempelhofer Field near 
Berlin, the automobile with the banner of the head of the state 
bears the mechanic from 


Wtlrzburg or the actor. The Leader himself goes in an 
unpretentious black vehicle, at a hundred kilometers an hour. 


Whether Roehm’s Revengers can be cheated by such 
maneuvers is very doubtful. These companions in arms and 
followers of former days know their Hitler too well. Ever 
vigilant, they await their day—which will perhaps fall on a 
thirtieth of June, an anniversary of the German massacre of St. 
Bartholomew. Hitler realizes the dread significance of this 
fateful day. He will probably spend it next year on another 
northern sea voyage on the armored cruiser Deutschland, 


which once before bore him far away into safety for a few 
summer days. 


But is there any place in the world where safety from those 
two letters R. R. can be found? 


While Hitler ranted of warlike peace, echelons below him 
worked desperately to reactivate the German war machine. 
This included worldwide espionage and sabotage. In World 
War I Germany had an effective spy apparatus in the U.S., 
guided by Franz von Papen. Now it reappeared. [September, 
1939] 


SMASHING A GERMAN SPY RING 


BV JOHN F. DAILEY, JR. ANO ALAN HVNO 


When the liner Europa docked in Manhattan from Germany on 
September 28, 1935, Customs Guard Morris Jacobs noticed a 
steward standing at the foot of the crew gangway holding a 
violin case. The steward was deep in conversation with a tall, 
finely 


tailored man of military mien who cast frequent furtive 
glances about him. 


The combination, in that particular spot, looked somewhat 
suspicious. As the customs guard approached, the tall man saw 
him and said loudly, with a heavy Teutonic accent, 


“Very well. Now just declare the violin to the customs 
authorities, and I’ll get it when the duty is paid. It is very nice 
indeed.” 


Guard Jacobs seized the violin case and opened it, only to find 
it empty. Then, thinking that the steward must have smuggled 
something out of it, he turned to the tall man, whose clothing 
yielded an interesting-looking envelope, large and heavy, on 
which were the words, “For Berlin.” 


“So this is what was in the violin case—or about to be put 
there?” said the guard. “You’d better come along with me.” 
The steward meanwhile had vanished up the gangplank. 


Thus it happened that the curtain was raised on the activities of 
a Nazi spy ring. For the office of Supervising Customs Agent 
John W. Roberts, the envelope was found to contain a large 
number of tiny photographic negatives. The camera had 
apparently been focused on diagrams or plans of some sort. It 
would take an expert to make head or tail of them. 
Accompanying each negative was a page of description 
written in German. When hastily translated, this was dry 
technical stuff, except for one passage reading: 


With reference to a previous report about velocity ammunition 
I was to have received from an officer, the officer has already 
contacted von Papen. 


Von Papen! Could that have been Franz von Papen, who at the 
time was Hitler’s representative in Austria? 


The suspect, who gave the name of William Fonkowski, said 
he was a piano tuner. A quick check in places where he said he 
had tuned pianos bore him out. 


These films? Why, he explained simply and humbly, they were 
pictures of airplane designs, copied from American technical 
publications. He wrote for aviation magazines in Germany on 
the side, he said, and this von Papen was merely the editor of 
one of them. 


And the steward? Well, Fonkowski said, 


he had just been trying to save heavy postage by arranging 
with the steward to deliver the envelope for him abroad. 


Unfortunately there was no solid basis for holding Fonkowski, 
at least not for any length of time. There was no proof that he 
had violated any major statue. And so he was released. 


The negatives were retained, and Major Stanley Grogan of G- 
2, the Army Intelligence, was called in. One look at one 
negative and he said it appeared to be a highly secret plan for a 
new streamlined landing gear then being built for pursuit 
planes by the Seversky Aircraft Company at Farmingdale, 
Fong Island. 


When greatly enlarged prints of the films were made, Major 
Grogan’s impression proved correct. Not only that, but many 


of the other negatives were found to show closely guarded 
designs, including those of an automatic machine-gun sight for 
Navy planes and of a new Navy scout bomber being 
manufactured by the Curtiss-Wright aircraft plant in Buffalo. 


Inquiry at the address Fonkowski had given disclosed that he 
had never lived there. By this time, too, the Europa had gone 
back to Germany, and with it the steward with the violin case. 
Who the steward was couldn’t be ascertained because 
Fonkowski had attributed to him a name that was not on the 
crew list and the customs guard hadn’t obtained a detailed 
description of him. 


Notification of this episode came to me as head of the 
Criminal Division of the office of the United States Attorney, 
Southern District of New York. It was up to the United States 
Attorney’s office to keep an eye on whatever investigation was 
made, with a view to seeing that the kind of evidence obtained 
would stand up in court. 


The Army Intelligence Service decided to scrutinize every 
German-born worker in both the Seversky and Curtiss-Wright 
aircraft plants. 


Obviously the Nazi espionage system had for some time been 
desperately at work in this 


country. No one had realized that a plot of the magnitude 
suggested by the Lonkowski seizure had been afoot. 


Now, it was the rule that only American- born or naturalized 
citizens were permitted to work in the aircraft factories 
engaged on United States government orders. It was learned 
that in both the Seversky and Curtiss- Wright plants there were 
some employees who had been born in Germany but who had 
later become American citizens. Two such emerged 
immediately as suspects. 


One was Otto Hermann Voss, a big man with gold-rimmed 
glasses who worked in the experimental or “dream 
department” of the Seversky plant. That was where ideas were 
cooked up, and those employed in the department in question 
could conceivably have business in any part of the huge 
establishment. Moreover, the Army Intelligence, in checking 


up on Voss, learned that he was prominent in Nazi activities on 
Long Island. 


Then, in Buffalo, at the Curtiss-Wright plant, there was, in the 
key position of foreman of the metal cowling division, a man 
with a square, closely cropped head, by name Werner George 
Gudenberg. He lived at 252 Victoria Boulevard and seemed to 
spend a great deal of time at home. Voss, likewise, was seldom 
observed to leave his little flat at 225 Jericho Turnpike, Floral 
Park, Long Island, except to go to near-by Farmingdale to 
work or to attend a Nazi meeting. 


It was learned that both men had been aviators for their 
Fatherland during the World War. So had Lonkowsk1, 
investigation in Germany disclosed; and he proved to be back 
in Germany now. Further information from the other side was 
to the effect that he had held no less a post than chief of 
aviation espionage for Germany in the United States! 


It was arranged that both Voss and Gudenberg should be 
carefully watched for any untoward move. But almost a year 
passed and no such move was made. Voss, however, was 
becoming more active than ever in the Nazi movement, and 
Gudenberg had left Curtiss- Wright to take a responsible 
position with the 


Hall Aluminum and Aircraft Company at Bristol, 
Pennsylvania, which was turning out a certain type of bomber 
for the Navy. Moreover, he had put in a bid for a job in, of all 
places, the United States Navy Aircraft Plant at Philadelphia! 


One night Voss was trailed to a Nazi meeting a few miles from 
his home and seen to meet and talk with a well-dressed man 
wearing horn-rimmed glasses. The two went to Voss’s flat, 
where the caller remained until the early hours of the morning. 
Then he was trailed to Manhattan. He turned out to be Dr. 
Ignatz Griebl, a prosperous physician who specialized in 
women’s disorders. 


Dr. Griebl, we learned, had been a German artillery officer in 
the World War. After the armistice he had come to New York, 
attended Long Island Medical College, meanwhile becoming a 
naturalized American, and then put an M.D. sign outside his 


door. Brilliant, and with quite a way with the ladies, he soon 
prospered handsomely. Later on he got into the United States 
Army as lieutenant in the Medical Reserve Corps. 


He was known to be one of the chief Nazi leaders in the 
United States, being the president of the Friends of New 
Germany—later to become the German-American Bund. Nor 
was he a stranger to the United States Attorney’s office. We 
had questioned him when the State Department had learned 
that he had offered asylum to a personal press agent of Hitler 
when Washington was trying to locate the agent to ascertain 
the why and wherefore of his presence in this country. 


And this was the man who was a reserve officer in the United 
States Army! What had been the reason for his long 
conference with Voss, the aircraft worker, after dark in the 
Jericho Turnpike flat? It certainly didn’t seem to us that it 
could have been about the activities of the Friends of New 
Germany, for Voss was not an important person in that 
organization. 


So a watch was placed on Dr. Griebl’s home and office at 56 
East Eighty-seventh Street—a swank neighborhood. His 
patients, 


for the most part, were wealthy women. His personal callers 
were mostly men, from middle class to the seamy side, and 
they showed up after office hours. 


Any visitor who looked like a good bet was trailed. The most 
that we got on such individuals was that they attended Heil 
Hitler meetings in beer stubes in the German section of 
Yorkville, which was not far from Dr. Griebl’s place. One 
night, however, a furtive- looking man came shortly after 
eleven o’clock. He had been trailed from the Jericho Turnpike 
flat. He stayed in Griebl’s only a short while, and then left to 
board a midnight train for Philadelphia. 


He was trailed to the lobby of a shoddy hotel on the fringe of 
Philadelphia’s Chinatown. There, in the early hours of the 

morning, he met none other than Gudenberg, now working in 
the Bristol establishment that was filling United States orders. 


Here was the first direct link between Gudenberg and Voss, the 
Long Island aircraft worker, for this furtive figure had gone 
from the Voss flat to Dr. Griebl’s. Though it was impossible to 
ascertain the nature of the hotel-lobby conference, this turn of 
events was encouraging. 


Then came another standstill. Watchers simply couldn’t get 
anything on either Voss or Gudenberg—or Dr. Griebl—except 
that their pro-Nazi leanings were apparently becoming 
stronger than ever, and you can’t send a man to jail for that. 


At length two solid years had elapsed since the episode at the 
Europa gangplank. Spies had been picked up here and there 
throughout the country, some of them being sent to prison for 
violation of the National Espionage Act; but they were small 
fry. We wanted to get to the core of this sinister business. 


Then, along toward the end of 1937, things began to happen in 
various places simultaneously. A bulletheaded visitor to Dr. 
Griebl’s place was trailed one night straight back to the Europa 
, which had docked only that morning. He was found to be a 
steward 


named Karl Schlueter, and he answered in a general way the 
description of the man with the violin case. Two men whom 
Gudenberg was seen to meet in Philadelphia turned out to be 
Europa stewards also. Their names were Karl Eitel and 
Herbert Haenichen. 


At the same time Voss was trailed to a midtown New York 
hotel and there seen talking in the lobby with an attractive 
young redhead. This girl was trailed back to the Europa. It was 
learned that she was a hairdresser on the liner and that her 
name was Johanna Hofmann. 


Nothing developed that would warrant an arrest. But it was 
clear that something of moment was being planned. Stewart 
Schlueter seemed to be the head man of the crowd from the 
liner, as it was always he who called at Dr. Griebl’s. So he was 
checked up on in Germany, where it appeared that he was very 
close to high official circles in Berlin—rather lofty company 
for a ship’s steward. 


It was while the situation was getting increasingly interesting 
in New York that a singular thing happened in Scotland. Up in 
Dundee there was under suspicion of the British authorities a 
certain Mrs. Jordan, the Scottish-born widow of a German 
World War officer. She had been observed lingering in the 
vicinity of British fortifications time and time again. Shortly 
after being put under surveillance, she was observed going to 
Berlin and visiting official quarters. 


The British authorities put a watch on her mail. Late in 
January, 1938, they intercepted a letter from New York. The 
envelope, addressed of course to her, bore no return address. 
Inside it was another envelope, left blank. Inside this was a 
message, printed by hand in German and signed “Crown.” 


This message detailed an amazing plan which Crown was to 
carry out on January 28 in New York. Crown was reporting to 
an unnamed superior, obviously the person whose name Mrs. 
Jordan was to put on the plain envelope. The plan was this: 


Crown, on the morning of the 28th—a Friday—was to 
telephone from a public 


booth in midtown New York to Colonel Henry Eglin, 
commanding officer at Fort Totten, New York—location of the 
world’s finest mobile antiaircraft regiment—and was to say 
that he was Major General Malin Craig, chief of staff of the 
United States Army. As General Craig, he was to inform 
Colonel Eglin that an emergency staff meeting was being 
called at the Hotel McAlpin at 12:30 PM. He was to instruct 
the colonel to arrive at the hotel at that hour, alone and in 
civilian clothes, bringing with him all mobilization and coast- 
defense charts and maps. He was to tell the colonel to wait in 
the lobby until he heard a Mr. Thomas W. Conway being 
paged, and then to speak up as Mr. Conway. 


Having done so, Colonel Eglin was to be led to a room where 
Crown would be waiting. Just outside the room, on a window 
ledge, there was to be another spy, working as a window 
washer. If Crown was not successful in overpowering Colonel 
Eglin and taking from him the vitally important plans, the 
window washer was to jump in and put into play a fountain 
pen filled with a deadly gas! Near the unconscious form of 


Colonel Eglin there was to be left a copy of the Daily Worker, 
a Communist organ, to tie the crime to Moscow! 


You can imagine our feeling when news of this astonishing 
letter was cabled to the United States! The Federal Bureau of 
Investigation was immediately called in, as it was time for 
action now, and Director J. Edgar Hoover dispatched several 
of his best men to the New York area. 


Long before the hour when Crown was to phone Colonel 
Eglin, preparations were completed. Radio cars of the New 
York Police Department were ready to speed to whatever place 
the phone call was made from. The idea was that Colonel 
Eglin was to play dumb, pretend to be deceived, and hold 
Crown on the wire until it could be ascertained where the call 
was coming from. 


But the call never came. 
Meanwhile the British authorities had 


sealed up that letter and let it trickle through to Mrs. Jordan. 
They wanted to know to whom she was going to readdress it. 
They found out. She sent it to one Spielman in Berlin, and 
secret information there indicated that Spielman was none 
other than the noted Dr. Pfeiffer, head of the entire German 
espionage service! 


With a high official like Dr. Pfeiffer involved, the situation 
might well border on a dangerous international incident. And 
so the known facts were laid before President Roosevelt. He 
issued instructions that the investigation be carried forward, no 
matter whom it involved. 


One day early in February, 1938, after the Europa had docked, 
the bullet-headed steward Schlueter and the redheaded 
hairdresser Johanna Hofmann were trailed to a Brooklyn 
apartment that had not previously figured in the picture. 


It was learned that the apartment was occupied by two former 
soldiers in the United States Army, one a deserter, the other 
with an honorable discharge. 


The deserter, an F.B.I. probe disclosed, was Guenther Gustave 
Rumrich, twenty- seven-year-old member of an old and 


illustrious Austro-Hungarian family. Rumrich had been born 
in Chicago, where his father had been secretary to the Austro- 
Hungarian consulate. Raised in Germany, he had come back to 
this country and enlisted in the Army, serving in Panama in the 
Medical Corps until he deserted in 1936. 


Rumrich lived with a fellow about his own age named Erich 
Glaser, who had been born in Germany, had been naturalized 
over here, and had joined the Army. The two had served in 
Panama at the same time. For some time before the visit of the 
steward and the hairdresser, neither Rumrich nor Glaser had 
had any apparent means of support. 


It was while these two young men were on the surveillance list 
that a letter mailed in New York was received by Ensign 
William Butler Brown of the aircraft carrier Saratoga, 
stationed at San Pedro, California. It read: 
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An enterprising young man can always make his way without 
much trouble. Why don’t you wise up to yourself and make 
some money? If you are open for contact, insert the following 
advertisement in the N. Y. Times. The ad should read: 
“Brownie. Okay for contact. W. B.” 


If you pass this on to Naval Intell., you will suffer dire 
consequences. If you play ball, you will benefit. 


Brownie. 


Almost simultaneously with the arrival in New York of this 
letter, forwarded by Navy officials to whom Brown had turned 
it over, a corporal at the base hospital at Fort Hamilton, New 
York, received a phone call. 


“This is Major Milton speaking,” said the caller, representing 
himself as a prominent officer of Fort Hamilton. “I’m on my 
way to give a lecture on a certain disease and forgot to bring 
along my report. I want it immediately—the report on that 
disease for this area. Please send it immediately by taxi.” He 
designated a point in Brooklyn only thirty cents distant from 
Fort Hamilton. 


The unsuspecting corporal sent a soldier with the report. A 
man who seemed youngish for a major met the cab, gave the 
soldier a dollar to pay for the ride, and got the report. 


When this came to our attention, we figured that someone 
linked with the spy ring had done the job, for the report would 
indicate the strength of the Army manpower in the area in 
question, since the number of cases of such disease is 
invariably a certain small percentage of any large group of 
soldiers. 


Here was our tip-off on the lengths to which the spies would 
go to get information. The F.B.I. immediately took steps to 
have all Army posts very much on guard in the future. 


Meanwhile the soldier who had delivered the report so 
described the “major” to whom he had given it that we figured 
the man might have been Guenther Rumrich! 


By this time, Rumrich was being tied up in more ways than 
one. Samples of his hand— 


writing were obtained from Army records, and experts decided 
that he might well have written both the Crown and the 
Brownie communications. But he wasn’t falling into any traps 
just yet. An advertisement was placed in the New York Times, 
as per instructions to Ensign Brown, but there was no answer. 


Over in Scotland, Mrs. Jordan was still getting mail from 
Crown in New York. The latest communication to be 
intercepted disclosed that certain unidentified associates of 
Crown had succeeded in obtaining a replica of White House 
stationery, and that duplicating the stationery and forging 
President Roosevelt’s signature to “important documents” was 
regarded as a “simple matter.” 


We figured that it would be but a question of time until one of 
the spies would make a slip. We wanted to wait until that 
moment; for then, if we nailed one of them under the most 
incriminating of circumstances, the chances were good that he 
would break and confess, implicating others. Then more 
confessions might be forthcoming. 


On the morning of February 14, 1938, a call came into the 
Passport Bureau of the Subtreasury Building on Wall Street. 
“Pm calling for Mr. Hull, Secretary of State,” said a man’s 
voice. “I wish you would send fifty passport application 
blanks to me at the Hotel Taft. This is Mr. Weston, 
Undersecretary of State.” 


The clerk pretended to fall for the scheme—obviously phony, 
for there was no Mr. Weston in the State Department. This 
looked pretty hot, for passport application blanks aren’t 
handed out indiscriminately; the government wants to know 
who has them. Was it possible that the Nazi spy crowd was 
going to use these blanks as a first step toward obtaining, 
somehow, fifty fraudulent passports? 


The Hotel Taft was thick with sleuths when a dummy package 
was delivered. No Mr. Weston was registered, but a man 
giving that name had phoned and requested that a 


package be held for him. A Western Union boy called for the 
package. It now developed that Mr. Weston would call for it at 
a midtown Western Union office. 


Sleuths waited at the telegraph office all night—in vain. Next 
morning a boy from another Western Union office, in the 
Greenwich Village section, came in and picked up the 
package. Mr. Weston, it appeared, had now made 
arrangements to pick it up at that office. 


He did not show up there, either. But a call came through 
instructing that the package be delivered at a tavern on nearby 
Houston Street. At the tavern it was learned that a Mr. Weston 
had phoned, asking them to hold a package for him. 


And now another Western Union boy appeared. He was to get 
it and deliver it to Mr. Weston—who was right down the 
street, waiting. 


The rest was easy. The moment Mr. Weston took the package 
from the boy, sleuths pounced upon him. 


He was Rumrich, the army deserter. Brought down to our 
office in the United States Courthouse on Foley Square, he 
quickly confessed to Mr. Hardy and several others of us that 


he had been the mysterious Crown who had written, via Mrs. 
Jordan, to Dr. Pfeiffer, head of the German espionage service. 
He said, too, that he had written the letter to Ensign Brown. 


Rumrich, who implicated his pal Glaser, who was also picked 
up and who corroborated his story, said that he had been 
employed by Schlueter, the Europa steward. Schlueter, both 
Rumrich and Glaser said, had directly represented Dr. Pfeiffer, 
and had constantly urged the two men to cultivate army 
acquaintances and try to find some way of obtaining secret 
defense plans. Rumrich admitted that he had phoned for the 
disease report and obtained it from the Fort Hamilton soldier. 


We had now to get stories that would incriminate individuals 
higher and higher in the 


espionage set-up. Schlueter wasn’t on the Europa when it 
landed in New York next time. He had been tipped off, no 
doubt. But Johanna Hofmann, the hairdresser, was, and 
Johanna quickly implicated everybody from Dr. Pfeif/er and 
Lonkowski down to Dr. Griebl, the American Nazi leader. 


The hairdresser’s story corroborated everything we had known 
or suspected. A gigantic spy network, extending into the very 
heart of the nation’s state and industrial affairs, was well under 
way—just in case of emergency. Nothing even approaching it 
had ever before existed in this country in peacetime. The ways 
were greased for the theft of every important military or naval 
secret and every important defense plan. The plot had not 
really reached its full flower, fortunately. 


Dr. Griebl and Voss and Gudenberg were picked up. Griebl 
laid everything to the German government and the vanished 
Lonkowski, and expressed every desire to cooperate with us. 
Gudenberg did likewise. But, while the grand jury was probing 
the case, both Griebl and Gudenberg slipped back to Germany! 
Once there they were out of our jurisdiction. 


The grand jury handed up indictments for violation of the 
National Espionage Act against everyone involved, from Dr. 
Pfeiffer down to Rumrich and Glaser. But all the indicted 
persons except Johanna Hofmann, Voss, Rumrich, and Glaser 
were beyond our jurisdiction when the trial opened in October, 


1938. The quartet were found guilty after a brilliant 
presentation of the case by Assistant United States Attorney 
Lester C. Dunnigan. The hairdresser got four years, Voss six, 
and Rumrich and Glaser two each. Meanwhile, over in 
Scotland, Mrs. Jordan was sentenced to four years at hard 
labor. 


Thus, while the really big shots of the ring escaped actual 
punishment, their craven work was thwarted—forever, we 
hope—and President Roosevelt himself expressed great 
satisfaction at the smashing of the ring. 


From inside Hitler’s espionage organization in the United 
States came this account by a former Nazi spy. [April, 1940] 
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I WAS A NAZI AGENT IN 
AMERICA 


BV JOACHIM F. PAFFRATH 


Hitler’s first bid for power came in the futile Munich Beer 
Hall putsch of 1923. As a young and dedicated member of the 
Nazi party, I played a minor part in it. 


The Putsch, as the world knows, was a dismal failure. Gbring 
was wounded, temporarily fled the country. Hitler was 
imprisoned, wrote Mein Kampf And I, with my young Nazi 
comrades, became a fugitive. 


I had been unable to obtain an education. Now I was unable to 
obtain a job. My kind were blackballed by business and the 
government, both under control of Leftist labor unions. What 
was worse, the authorities knew of my participation in the 
Munich Putsch and were seeking me. 


I determined to flee to America. On July 29, 1924, I obtained 
my American visa, and on August 3, my army discharge. 
Sometime later I went to Hamburg to board the Westphalia, 
which was to sail at midnight. 


I was happy, at first, in the refuge that was America. I became 
a dye-stuff mixer. I enrolled in night school. I brought my 
mother and two brothers over here. I took out my first 
citizenship papers. 


I corresponded regularly with some of my comrades in the 
Nazi Party in Germany. I asked them to find out, from 
headquarters, if there were any other Nazis besides myself 
now living in the United States. 


There were, in 1932, only seven of us in America. One was 
Walter Kappe. He was with a German newspaper in 
Cincinnati. I wrote to him, and we promised to get together at 
the first opportunity. 


Other members of the Nazi Party then in the United States 
included a Yale professor, a reporter with a Chicago 
newspaper, a Brooklyn dancer, a butcher’s helper, a clerk in a 
travel bureau in New York’s Yorkville. 


Somehow the suggestion arose that we—the nucleus of the 
Nazi Party in America— should get together in Chicago on 
German Day. We did. We obtained permission to march in the 
parade to Soldier Field. 


We wore our brown storm-troop uniforms. It was the first time 
the uniform had ever been seen in the United States. We wore 
swastika armbands and carried a black flag with a white 
swastika. It drew a lot of applause, and we were amused to see 
that some of the applause came from innocent Jewish 
bystanders. Our Yale professor carried a sign reading: “We 
will always be Germans. To hell with the Versailles Treaty!” 
We termed ourselves the Voelkischer Verein of Chicago. All 
seven of us spoke at Soldier Field. 


A few months later, on January 30, 1933, Adolf Hitler 
marched to power with the Nazi Party in Germany. 


Our first thought was to return there immediately. On 
reflection, we delegated Walter Kappe to cable for 
instructions. His cable, sent directly to Hitler, stated that we 
placed ourselves unreservedly at the disposal of the Nazi 
Party. 


A few weeks later, we were summoned to the office of the 
chief of German intelligence in America. “Your field,” he said, 
“is here in the United States. We have enough competent men 
to carry on in Germany.” 


That was the start of my four years as a Hitler agent in the 
United States—four years in which I did and saw things I still 
find difficult to believe. I personally infiltrated Congressman 
Samuel Dickstein’s committee investigating Nazis in the 
United States and the Democratic National Committee! I 
turned German organizations that had been purely social 
groups into tools of the Nazis. But a gradual change of heart 
finally caused me to 


break with Hitler and his Germany. I now live in constant fear 
for my life. 


It is not easy for the average American reader to comprehend 
the almost hysterical quality of the blind devotion of Nazis 
either here or in Germany. Walter Kappe was one of my 
closest friends since boyhood, yet I realize today that had he 
been in America at the time I resolved to resign from the Nazi 
Party, and had I confided in him, I would now be either in a 
German concentration camp or dead, for charming as he was, 
he was one of the most rabid Nazis I have ever seen. 


When, in 1936, I had been assigned to play the part of a Nazi 
traitor in order to gain access to enemy ranks, the bitterness of 
those former Nazi friends who did not understand it surprised 
even me. 


A number of things had happened. I had had to take them 
without protest. 


I was riding one night on an elevated train in Brooklyn. I got 
off the train at a station not far from one of the chief meeting 
places of the German-American Bund there. And suddenly, 
there they were. 


They crowded around me on the stairway landing, about 
fifteen feet above the street. They were seven or eight in 
number, young, arrogant, strong. They said nothing, but a 
couple of them hit me with their fists, and a heavy belt buckle 
cracked down on my skull. And then I was pushed over the 
railing. I fell to the snow-and-slush-covered street and might 
have escaped injury had not my head struck a metal refuse 
can. 


I was knocked unconscious and sustained a deep cut in the 
back of my head. When I came to, I refused to go to a 
Brooklyn hospital. I insisted upon being taken to Bellevue 
Hospital in New York City. In that huge hospital, I felt, there 
would be less chance that angry Bund members, convinced 
that I was a traitor, might find me. 


And then, one day, a doctor who was giving a patient 
treatments in the ward where I was looked at me curiously. I 


recognized him, was sure he recognized me. And I knew that I 
must get out of the hospital at once. 


For the doctor was the husband of one of Nazi Germany’s 
chief women agents in the United States. 


All of this, mind you, had been unauthorized retribution, 
visited upon me without orders by fanatical Nazi Party 
members and Bundsmen who believed I was a traitor. 


I had received my first two warnings—each time, a box 
containing a single bullet. When and if the third warning—a 
silver bullet— reaches me now, I shall know it has been sent in 
earnest. So far, I have eluded it. 


My life, since the night in 1937 that I penned my true 
resignation as a Nazi agent, has been the living hell of a 
fugitive. I have not dared settle long in any one place. I have 
trained horses in an upstate New York farm; I have worked as 
a bartender in Chicago, as a groom in a Milwaukee livery 
stable, as a laundry salesman in Hoboken, New Jersey. 
Recently, I was with a television company in Alabama. 


And always I have kept moving, frightened by some little 
occurrence that may have held meaning, may have been 
happenstance. 


I had renounced Nazism. And finally I had gone to a branch of 
the federal government in New York and put every scrap of 
evidence I possessed in their hands. I told them who my fellow 
agents had been and what their duties were. I told how they 
obtained secret instructions directly from Berlin. I laid quite 
bare my own participation in the Nazi activities in this country. 


I disclosed to these governmental investigators the cunning 
and carefully concealed plans of Hitler’s secret agents in 
America for a paralyzing plague of sabotage that will fall upon 
this country if it ever enters the war on the side of the Allies. 


For Adolf Hitler has very definite schemes for America’s role 
in the new world that he hopes, through Nazi Germany, to 
create. If the United States falls in with those schemes, all will 
be fine. If the United States actively opposes Nazi Germany, 


then her secret Gestapo agents and saboteurs will be given 
orders to unleash the forces of destruction. 


When America entered the first World War, we saw sporadic 
outbreaks of sabotage and a certain amount of espionage. 
What we saw then was nothing. What we may see tomorrow is 
terrifying to contemplate. For Nazi Germany, through her 
Gestapo and secret agents here today, stands fully prepared for 
either our cooperation or our active resistance. 


Suppose, for purposes of illustration, that it is M Day; that the 
United States has cast her lot with the Allied enemies of Nazi 
Germany. What happens? 


Let us follow Agent E. He has already distributed portable 
short-wave sending stations. Now he delivers short-wave 
receiving sets to his subagents. They have been doing drill 
rehearsals for the past three years. They know where to hide 
and how to disguise their receiving stations. They know the 
strategic locations in which to set them up. They set to work 
picking up messages from all over the United States—tradioed 
messages that may contain information concerning United 
States troop movements, ship movements, and transportation 
of supplies by truck and railroad. 


Having picked up some vital information, they contact the 
nearest mobile sender, which relays the information to the 
short-wave H. Q. From headquarters, saboteurs are sent out. 
These saboteurs will be drawn from the ranks of thoroughly 
trained German, Russian, Spanish, or Italian operators plus 
such unscrupulous American rowdies or tools (I myself had 
furnished my superiors with lists of strikebreakers and mental 
cases for this purpose!) as may be needed. They will be 
available within two hours after public declaration of war 
between Germany and the United States. 


They will see to it that trains containing supplies never reach 
their destination; that ships loaded with soldiers never get out 
of New York harbor. 


Violently but efficiently they will blast at the very vitals of 
America’s military power. 


Let us say that America has 5,000 soldiers 


aboard a transport leaving its dock for Europe. In 1917 such a 
ship had merely to run a gauntlet of submarines in midocean. 


This time it would be extremely lucky to get out of New York 
harbor. It will run safely about as far as Sandy Hook. Then, 
without warning, it will blow up. 


A time bomb! Not at all. The ship will have been torpedoed. 
For one of Germany’s instruments of sabotage awaiting 
America’s entry into the war against her will consist of short- 
wave-controlled radio torpedoes. 


Germany banks strongly upon radio to help her win her 
present war. And by radio her agents in America will keep in 
touch and receive their orders. 


The portable radio sets which will be distributed on M Day are 
sets designed in Germany and shipped here. 


For the past three years Nazi Germany has been flooding this 
country with short-wave receivers and sending sets to be used 
by her secret agents. For example, an import company in New 
York receives a shipment of electrical parts. They are invoiced 
as electrical motors and accessories for batter and dough 
mixers. Some of these invoices are truthful, but other parts of 
the shipment contain tubes, transformers, amplifiers, direction 
finders, and other pieces of radio-set equipment. Only the dry- 
cell batteries are of American manufacture. They are 
purchased from a well-known firm in New Jersey. 


Even as this is written, half a dozen firms in the East are 
receiving “parts” shipments of seemingly innocuous material. 
The moment they arrive they are unpacked, marked, and 
distributed to Nazi agents. The actual operators of the short- 
wave transmitting sets are trained Nazis who took a six 
months’ course in Germany before reporting here for duty. 
They know their work well. 


When Heinz Spanknoebel was our superior in 1933, he 
suggested that short-wave broadcasts from Berlin be used to 
bombard German listeners in this country with Nazi 
propaganda. His suggestion was followed— 


and improved upon. Those in charge of short-wave broadcasts 
in Berlin realized that these broadcasts also furnished a 
splendid means of giving orders to Nazi agents in the United 
States. Into the radio script of what seemed to be simply an 
ordinary newscast was inserted a coded message, direct from 
Berlin, to Nazi agents in this country. 


During the days that I worked as a Nazi agent, I religiously 
listened, wherever I happened to be, to the DJB (Berlin) short- 
wave broadcasts. Then I would decode it. 


Once the announcer said: “We have just played a real 
American jazz number.” The word “real” was my designation. 
When I had obtained and written out the message which 
followed a news broadcast, I studied each numeral in it, for 
each represented a certain letter of the alphabet. By decoding 
thus, I arrived at the brief instruction to me: 


“Report to Captain S-” 


I did, at once. My mission proved to be quite innocuous—the 
delivery of a carload of Nazi propaganda to a meeting of a 
German society in New Jersey. 


That Berlin should have gone to all this 
trouble when Captain S-himself could 


have reached me merely by phoning may seem silly. Actually, 
I believe they were merely testing their own system—and me. 


One other time Berlin addressed me directly. And I wasn’t 
listening in. I missed the coded message. And within three 
days my contact called me to his office at the Battery. Why 
had I missed that broadcast? 


“I was unable to rent a good set,” I told him. “I could not get 
Berlin tuned in clearly on the set I had that night.” 


“You realize, I suppose,” he said, “what would happen if this 
were wartime. You would be immediately court-martialed— 
and shot.” 


“But—’ I began to protest. 


“No excuses! You would be shot. You are very lucky we are 
not at war with the United States.” 


The Nazi secret service has found yet 


another way of utilizing radio. I could give you the call letters 
of no fewer than seven commercial radio stations in and 
around New York, listened to by hundreds of thousands who 
enjoy their mixed English-and-foreign- language broadcasts, 
unaware that many of the commercial announcements contain 
coded instructions to Nazi secret-service agents. 


A generous number of these stations’ announcers broadcast 
such instructions. One of these announcers—a woman—is in 
direct contact with the Nazi chief of all short-wave broadcasts 
in Germany. 


When she receives instructions to broadcast to a Nazi agent 
around New York, she translates the message into code, 
usually numerical. 


The broadcasting station for which she is an announcer has a 
program sponsored by a German merchant who is himself a 
Nazi agent. She goes to him and tells him what numerals she 
will need to broadcast. He helps her draft a script supposedly 
advertising a furniture sale. The numerals are cleverly put in as 
the numbers and prices of articles which he will offer for sale. 


At the present time, in the vicinity of New York, at least fifteen 
to twenty such coded messages go out to agents every day. 


Altogether, Nazi Germany has built up a system of secret 
communication that will be very difficult to cope with in event 
of war. If coded messages in seemingly innocuous commercial 
broadcasts fail, Berlin can send them direct to her agents here 
via DJB. 


What of sabotage? The most extensive plans have been laid; 
the men assigned to carry them out have been trained to the 
last detail. 


Let us suppose that war is declared. A car containing two Nazi 
agents drives into the Holland Tunnel which, beneath the 
Hudson, connects New York and New Jersey. One agent 
drives. The other, beside him, operates a secret lever. That 
lever connects with a concealed rack beneath the car’s chassis. 
Each time he pulls the lever, at carefully timed in- 
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tervals, a harmless-looking small package drops from the rack 
and comes to rest on the tunnel’s auto lane. 


That innocent-looking package contains a time bomb. It is set 
to explode within five minutes of the time it falls. Because of 
the traffic within the tunnel, even the few officers on duty 
would find it hard to retrieve all the packages before the time 
for their explosion. 


The operators of the sabotage car will be able to get out of the 
tunnel through the Jersey exit before the first blast occurs. 
They will then abandon their automobile or return in it to New 
York by ferry. And they will not wait to strike until war has 
really got under way. Nazi Germany’s plans call for quick and 
demoralizing blows at the American public the moment the 
United States becomes an ally of England. 


At that same moment, other agents carrying briefcases or 
satchels will place time bombs in large buildings, factories, 
subways, on bridges and in railroad terminals. 


Make no mistake about it: Germany is prepared. She has not 
thrown the full terrifying force of her instruments of 
destruction into this war. 


Nazi Germany is prepared to cripple and terrify the United 
States the moment it declares war. 


Recently you may have seen remarkably clear aerial 
photographs, taken from German observation planes, of 
strategic spots in the great city of London—airports, 
ammunition dumps, power supply houses, etc. Would you be 
surprised to know that in Nazi Germany today there are 
photographs of every strategic spot in the United States from 
coast to coast and as far south as the Panama Canal? 


It is true. As early as 1933 the business of making aerial 
photographs of every important objective in the United States 
got under way. It resulted in—for all practical purposes—the 
making of a gigantic photographic map of much of this 
country. 


It was the idea, originally, of Dr. Ignatz T. 


Griebl, the German spy who wormed his way, for a time, into 
the 1936 Presidential campaign. 


I knew Dr. Griebl well. In 1914 he was an artillery officer with 
the Royal German army. After the armistice he came to this 
country, where he practiced medicine. 


But Dr. Griebl was a coward. He became an important spy 
when Hitler rose to power, and did fine work for Nazi 
Germany by obtaining a post in the United States Army as a 
lieutenant in the Medical Reserve Corps. I recall that he once 
boasted to Bund members that he could obtain for them, on 
two days’ notice, any type of gun used in the United States 
Army. 


Last year he became implicated in the spy ring captured in the 
East. Under questioning he wilted, became material for the 
state’s ace witness against his fellow spies. But when, last fall, 
the case was to have gone to trial, Dr. Griebl could not be 
found. 


He was hiding at the house of a fellow agent I knew, and three 
days after he was to have been a state’s witness, he escaped to 
Europe on the Bremen. At first placed in a concentration 
camp, he was released and sent to the front, where Germany 
needed good doctors. 


While Dr. Griebl had suggested the making of an aerial map of 
this country, the actual work was done by three men on Long 
Island, one of whom held a transport pilot’s license. 


One of the men was a local Bund leader, and several years ago 
I visited him to borrow some bunting that had been used to 
decorate the Bund hall. In a vacant lot was what appeared to 
be a construction shanty or tool shed. Beneath that shack, in a 
secret cellar, was photographic equipment. They showed it to 
me with considerable pride. It was the most modern and 
complete photographic equipment I have ever seen. One lens, I 
recall, seemed to be three feet in length. I didn’t know what it 
was being used for, although I wondered how men who 
seemed to have only a modest business could indulge in flying 
and photography. 
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Later, one of the top four men in the Nazi party in America 
told me that an aerial map of the United States was being 
made for Nazi Germany. And I realized that I knew who was 
making it. 


This, then, is the story that I set forth to government agents in 
the United States after severing all connections with Hitler and 
his followers. If you have found it an incredible story, I can 
only assure you that it is true. A number of arrests followed 
my revelations to the government; others remain to be made. 


And now, for the first time, I am privileged to put the story in 
print. 


If it sounds a warning, if it awakens America to a menace that 
crouches on her very doorstep, then it will not have been told 
in vain. 


And if it does that, then I shall have some small recompense 
for thirteen years in which I worked against the welfare of 
(though I was too blind to see it) the only country that held out 
to me the promise of what all men of sound mind must seek— 
peace, liberty, and happiness. 


Hitler’s War had no more bizarre episode than the solo flight 
of Rudolf Hess to Scotland in May, 1941. The Nazi third-in- 
command hoped to talk the English into making peace, but the 
world wondered whether the Fiihrer himself hovered behind 
the plan. At the time, the drama seemed like this to a refugee 
journalist. [July, 1941] 


THE FLIGHT OF RUDOLF 
HESS 


BV JOHANNES STEEL 


Rudolf Hess, Adolf Hitler’s deputy Fiihrer, fell into a British 
Secret Service trap. The British government was not entirely 
surprised when he landed in Scotland. They had not expected 
him, but they had had a shrewd idea of what was going on in 
the deputy Ftihrer’s mind. This was so because the 
correspondence which Hess had attempted to carry on with the 
Duke of Hamilton for many months past had been intercepted 
by the security departments of the British government. The 
Secret Service had been carrying on this correspondence in the 
name of the Duke of 


Hamilton, as it has been doing in the cases of at least a dozen 
other important British personages with whom Hess had 
attempted to correspond. 


It must not, of course, be assumed that the Duke of Hamilton 
would have answered Hess’s letters if he had received them. It 
is to be taken for granted that, instead, he would have turned 
them over to the British government. 


The deputy Filhrer’s belief that the Duke of Hamilton, by 
reason of his title, would have influence in the conduct of 
public affairs, and 





The members of a Nazi spy ring in the United States. Johanna 
Hofmann was the hairdresser whose capture broke the ring; 
she and the three men she implicated were found guilty of 
espionage and imprisoned. 


Rudolf Hess, the deputy Fiihrer whose flight to England 
during the year was a mystery that has never been 
satisfactorily explained. 


would enable Hess to pull off an arranged peace, did not cause 
surprise in informed London circles. The Duke is one of those 
well- bred Englishmen without much political sense who, until 
the war began, never hesitated to attend Nazi sports rallies. He 
belongs to that group of people who, socially speaking, were 
the fringe of the Cliveden set when Chamberlain and 
appeasement were in their heyday. 


Hess, I am informed, had hoped that he could convince these 
people that Russia was the real enemy of both Germany and 
Britain. In making this suggestion, Hess spoke on behalf of 
General Haushofer and Alfred Rosenberg, who were the 
original masterminds of the Nazi Party and who developed the 
theory of a war against Russia. Hess’s dream, however, has 
come to naught, for Haushofer and Rosenberg are no more. 
Haushofer has died under mysterious circumstances, while 
Rosenberg has been arrested—all this according to 
authoritative sources with whom I talked very recently in 
London. The Geopolitical Institute, where Hess taught as 
assistant professor to Haushofer, has been dissolved, and much 
of his teaching staff is understood to have been shot after two 
weeks of questioning. This, incidentally, was a job in which 
Heinrich Himmler took particular delight, since Hess had been 
the chief of a super-Gestapo which had spied on Himmler’s 
Gestapo. 


The leitmotiv of everything Hess had to say was Russia and 
the fear of Russia. Interestingly enough, it was the Soviet 
Embassy in Berlin which first gave the alarm to the German 
General Staff, which is pro-Russian, that Hess had escaped. 
Soviet Secret Service agents had all been watching Hess, for 
they knew that Rudolf Hess, General Haushofer, and Alfred 


Rosenberg were dead set against the pro-Russian policy of the 
German General Staff. 


Hess, Hitler’s alter ego, suffers from schizophrenia, or split 
personality. Schizophrenia is a medical term for cleavage of 
mental functions, associated with the assump 


tion of a second personality, such as occurs in forms of 
dementia praecox. Having been Hitler’s Svengali twenty 
years, Hess deluded himself into a belief that one single talk 
with Churchill would be enough to enable him to achieve the 
same hypnotic influence over the British Prime Minister that 
he had so long exercised over the German Fuhrer. 


Hess was sure he could sell Churchill on a plan to divide the 
world between Germany and Britain. Convinced that he was 
an incarnation of Nietzsche’s superman, Hess told his 
followers in Augsburg, who helped him in getting a plane and 
charting the difficult zigzag course he had to take in order to 
arrive in Scotland safely, that he would be back in three days 
at the latest. 


Hess first suffered from schizophrenia in 1934. Swiss 
newspapers at the time commented upon it, saying most Nazi 
leaders suffered from one mental disorder or another. The 
British are presumed to have lengthy dossiers containing 
medical records including, among others, minute accounts of 
GOring’s drug-taking, Hitler’s paranoia, and Goebbels’s 
sexual insatiability. The British assume that the Nazi deputy 
Ftihrer’s flight to England was due to a combination of the 
effect of war upon a naturally high-strung temperament, latent 
schizophrenia, and realization that Germany cannot stay the 
pace. This, combined with an insuperable belief that no man 
could withstand his mesmerizing influence, led Hess to 
undertake his flight. 


To his fear that Germany will ultimately be defeated if the war 
lasts beyond autumn was added the further realization that, 
after such defeat, to be German would be worse than to be 
untouchable. Something of the contemptuous hate that 
Germany and everything German—not alone Nazi—has 
engendered in Europe seems to have pervaded high Nazi 
ranks. These men helped Hess in his incredible adventure. 


They, like all German leaders, suffered from the neurotic 
schoolboy psychology that is an outstanding characteristic of 
the Nazi philosophy. Being men without principle, they 
believed they could 


make a deal with Churchill, just as an Al Capone might make 
arrangements with a rival mob, dividing certain territories. 


It is believed in England that the Nazi Party was in process of 
being liquidated by the German General Staff, and that the 
Alte Kiimpfer, or old-timers, as Hess called them, felt they 
were being deprived of the fruits of victory, and therefore 
decided to rat on the rest of the gang. 


Hitler, aware of his deputy Ftlhrer’s intentions, prepared to 
hail him as angel of peace if he succeeded—and to denounce 
him in event of failure. It must be remembered that Hess wrote 
two thirds of Mein Kampf. Rudolf Hess is, or has been, 
Hitler’s Stellver- treter. There is no term in English which 
would exactly translate this word, especially as applied to 
Hess’s position. Hess is Hitler’s proxy with plenipotentiary 
authority. This means that, when he speaks officially, he is 
ipso facto speaking for Hitler. Mein Kampf may contain the 
words of Hitler; it reflects the mind of Hess. This mind 
produced those passages in the original version which were 
definitely Anglophile. It would cause no surprise if it 
transpired that Hess was possessed of the idea that German 
and British Herren- voelker should divide the world between 
them. 


Thus Hess sincerely believed that war between the two 
peoples making up the “Ger- mano-Anglo-Saxon race could 
not end without exposing both peoples to danger —eventual 
defeat at the hands of Slavic and Asiatic Russia. Why not join 
forces? Carve up Russia? Why not jointly exploit Asia and 
South America? Germany could make Japan promise America 
she would withdraw from China once Washington recognized 
the Far East as being a Japanese sphere of influence. 


Yes; Germany could defeat England, but Hess thought the 
price too high and his solution cheaper in the end. When told 
by British officials that Britain would fight through to victory, 
he expressed frank disbelief. 


Rudolf Hess taught geography with 


General Haushofer, founder of the German Geopolitical 
Institute, where the theory that Germany, because of her 
central position on the Continent, would inevitably dominate 
Europe, Russia, Asia, was first developed. The most important 
exponents of this theory, which implied war against Russia, 
were Hess, General Haushofer, and Alfred Rosenberg who 
was born in Baltic Russia. Hess decided upon his trip when it 
became clear that his hold upon Hitler was weakening in direct 
proportion to increasing German-Russian cooperation, which 
has been a basic political conception of the German Army 
High Command since even the days of the Weimar Republic. 
Hess arrived in Britain shortly after Stalin assumed the 
premiership of Soviet Russia—arrived, in fact, on the same 
day on which Stalin recognized insurgent anti-British Rashid 
Ali in Iraq and kicked Yugoslav, Belgian, and Norwegian 
diplomatic representatives out of Russia. 


Only a last-minute effort could save the theories upon which 
Hess has based his political life. Only a desperate effort could 
prevent his defeat in the struggle to dominate the FOhrer’s 
will. A desperate stroke to snatch victory from the jaws of 
defeat! So Hess flew to Britain, charting his course with a 
somnambulistic surefootedness that astonished British pilots. 
He wanted to see Churchill, to tell him of his plan to save the 
Ger- mano-Anglo-Saxon race. 


What possible guaranty could a man like Hess have offered 
Churchill in a joint war against Russia, in case the British 
Prime Minister had been interested? Well, Germany was the 
land power and Britain the sea power: Let Germany retain her 
army and abolish her air force, and let Britain retain her navy 
and air force and abolish her army, and Germany could 
dominate the European continent and defeat Russia, while 
Britain herself would be safe from air attack and in a position 
to dominate naval approaches to the European continent. 
Germany was to have a free hand in Europe and against Russia 
as her price for saving the British Empire from annihilation. 


Nazi trade in South America was to be financed by British 
capital. 


Fantastic? Not too fantastic for a Nazi mind like that of Hess, 
who was mixed up with the mystical atmosphere of Hitler’s 
entourage, including astrologers and soothsayers like 
Hanussen and Krait. Like all Nazi leaders, Hess, it appears, 
was completely out of touch with real values in world affairs. 
Deceived by German propaganda, he constructed for himself 
an entirely false picture of conditions in England, and deduced 
British war weariness from German war weariness. 


Whatever proposal Hess intended to make, Churchill is not 
interested. The British Prime Minister is far more interested in 
the information stored away in the schizophrenic mind of the 
German deputy leader. Churchill knows that one swallow 
doesn’t make a summer, but “this Nazi bird has been made to 
sing.” 


The melody of this song will be reflected in certain strategic 
and tactical decisions which Churchill will no doubt have 
made by the time this article appears in print. 


If Hitler’s war in the east had suddenly ended, his armies 

could have moved in full strength to the west and to Africa. 
This might have won the war for Der Ftlhrer. Did it almost 
happen—behind cloak-and-dagger diplomacy? [July, 1947] 


THE MISSION 


THAT ALMOST 
CHANGED HISTORY 


BV PAUL SCHWARZ AND GUV 
RICHARDS 


Russia’s secret effort to make a separate peace with Germany 
in January, 1943, is one of the strangest and most significant 
untold stories of the war. It has been pieced together by 
laborious months of clandestine conferences with Europeans 
whose lives depend on their anonymity and with those who 
have remained silent because of reluctance to disturb further 
the delicate relations between the Soviet Union and her old 
comrades in arms. 


The story begins in Moscow, about the 


middle of January, 1943. A. M. Aleksandroff, elderly 
aristocratic hold-over expert on Germany and Assistant Chief 
of Protocol in the Soviet Foreign Office, was summoned 
before his boss, Protocol Chief U. N. Barkov. One can easily 
picture Aleksandroff’s surprised expression when he was told 
to get himself ready for a mission to end the war: a secret trip 
to Stockholm to submit certain peace terms to the Germans 
and to wait for a reply. He was to stand by for the starting 
signal. 


The terms given to Aleksandroff were not 


hard to memorize. The Germans were to agree to abandon all 
interest in Finland and retire west of a Riga-Dardanelles line. 
The 1939 agreement between Germany and Russia, in respect 
to the partition of Poland, would obtain as per the corrections 
of 1940. If Russia found it necessary to invade Turkey to 
obtain long-sought rights in the Dardanelles, Germany would 
not interfere. In deference to terrain features and defense 
requirements, there would be certain adjustments all along this 
Riga-Dardanelles line, especially in Poland. 


These were to be worked out by German and Russian military 
commissions. The economic covenants in the 1939 pact were 
to be put back into effect. The Russians would immediately 
start to supply quantities of raw materials, including oil and 
manganese, to help sustain the German war effort elsewhere. 


Waiting for his go-ahead orders, Aleksan- droff had much to 
think over. As a Russian citizen, he must have been sharing the 
national jubilation over the great victory at Stalingrad where 
the Germans had lost 330,000 killed, wounded, or captured. 


At that moment in history, he knew, there were bargaining 
points in addition to the Russian terms which were on his side. 
He knew thousands of German homes were plunged in gloom 
over their casualties in Russia. He knew there was a clique 
inside the German Foreign Office that would respond to the 
bait of sharing the Eastern Hemisphere’s three continents with 
the Soviet Union. This clique had long supported such a 
notion. 


But as a diplomat Aleksandroff must have known other things 
to make him wonder if this slaughter of Germans near the 
Volga would be enough to put Hitler in the mood for peace. 
True, the Nazis were being bled white in their Russian 
campaigns. They were still balked at Leningrad. And the 
major German catastrophe at Stalingrad, following close on 
the heels of E] Alamein, showed that the Nazi pincers might 
never snap shut on the 


Middle East. On the other hand, the Germans occupied the 
Ukraine. They were swarming all over the north coast of the 
Black Sea. They were in the Trans-Caucasus. They held rich 
food-producing, oil, and industrial regions in which a third of 
the Russian population had once resided. Were they willing to 
let all this go? 


A decisive factor, Aleksandroff could have mused, would be 
what the British and Americans had up their sleeves. Record 
air raids had pounded the submarine pens at Saint-Nazaire and 
Lorient and the port facilities at Cherbourg. The first all-U.S. 
force had bombed Wilhelmshaven and Emden in daylight, and 
a raid of Mosquito bombers, hitting Berlin in daylight, had 


forced the cancellation of Gbring’s 10th Nazi Anniversary 
speech. 


In North Africa, Rommel was in retreat, but there seemed to 
be plenty of fight left in his Afrika Korps. The more than two- 
months-old American invasions of Africa had failed to 
produce the coup de grace. 


As the Red counteroffensives rolled toward Rostov and 
Kharkov, Aleksandroff knew that the Soviet Foreign Office 
was impatiently awaiting a visit from Rear Admiral William 
H. Standley, the American Ambassador. He was expected to 
bring word of what had been decided at the Casablanca 
Conference about a second front in France. 


Suddenly, on January 26, the tension of waiting was over, 
Stalin received Ambassador Standley in a personal conference. 


That was the green light for Aleksandroff. Immediately 
thereafter he was ordered to proceed to Stockholm and report 
to Mme. Alexandra Kollontay, the Russian Minister to 
Sweden. 


It must have been very clear to Aleksandroff that Admiral 
Standley had not brought the news Stalin wanted. 


In those days, just as Lisbon was the South Station of Europe’s 
traffic in espionage, Stockholm was the North Station. Few 
diplomats, spies, travelers, or Swedes knew 


Stockholm better than Alexandra Kollontay. This well-dressed, 
slight, remarkable little woman had come there as the Russian 
Minister 13 years before, and she had been there ever since. 
Like Aleksandroff, she was an aristocrat. She had fled to 
Finland in revolutionary days only to return and join the 
Communists as their first Minister of Welfare. At 71 years of 
age she could look back on a colorful career which had 
included posts in Norway and Mexico and even a lecture tour 
in the United States. 


Kollontay, in short, had been around. When Aleksandroff 
arrived and explained his mission fully, the magnitude of her 
problem was all too apparent. 


It was one thing, Kollontay knew, to find an intermediary who 
could be trusted to open a discreet contact with the Germans. 
It was quite another thing to arrange it in such a way that no 
hint of the maneuver should ever reach the outposts of such 
elephant-eared intelligence networks as those which led to 
Her- schel V. Johnson, the American Minister; V. A. L. Mallet, 
the British Minister; Wel-Lin Hsieh, the Chinese Minister; and 
Count Christian de Vaux Saint-Cyr, the Russian- hating envoy 
from Vichy France. 


The perils of a leak were enormous. If a tip-off reached 
Russia’s allies before negotiations had started with Germany, 
the Soviet Union could easily lose her allies before she even 
knew whether Hitler was willing to talk. Furthermore, her 
allies could be converted into enemies. And Iend-lease aid, 
which had nearly reached the staggering sum of $1 billion in 
planes, guns, food, locomotives, ammunition, and trucks, from 
America alone, would stop with a thunder of Olympian fury. 


The two Russians made an estimate of the situation. They 
found, by an odd coincidence, that there was no German 
Minister present in Stockholm. The former patriarchal old 
envoy, Prince Viktor zu Wied, had retired from the service in 
failing health and was living in a Swedish country villa. It 
would be three weeks before his successor, Hans 


Thomsen, once a favorite dancing partner of Washington 
debutantes, was due to arrive to present his credentials to King 
Gustav. The charge d’ affaires, and senior German official 
present, was a mere counselor of legation, Dr. Wilhelm 
Dankwort. 


Kollontay knew Dankwort. She knew him to be fussy, 
fastidious, and correct. He was a plodding bureaucrat from the 
days before the Nazis had changed the old German Foreign 
Office into something worthy of the nickname Das Grab der 
Tugend, or “Virtue’s Tomb.” 


Dankwort was the sort of man whose reactions to almost 
anything could be nicely calculated in advance. His training 
would make it unthinkable to deal with enemy agents or 
diplomats, even on a clandestine basis. However, Kollontay 
knew he could be counted on to keep his mouth shut—if 


approached by an intermediary. He would meet the issue 
solemnly. He would probably ask instructions from higher 
authority. 


Kollontay found a trusted intermediary. This intermediary 
called on Dankwort and dropped the bombshell. 


Dankwort’s reaction was one of startled evasiveness. He told 
the intermediary that the matter was certainly not for him or 
his legation. It was something, he said, for German 
Intelligence. He sent back word to the Russians that they 
would be contacted from other sources if their invitation to a 
parley was going to be accepted. 


Dankwort promptly notified the Gestapo office, which was in 
a different part of Stockholm. The Gestapo flashed their Berlin 
headquarters. 


German Intelligence, including the Intelligence section of the 
Gestapo, was slipping out of the supreme control of Greek- 
born Admiral Wilhelm Canaris. This German naval officer had 
once bossed and coordinated the espionage sections of the 
German Army, Navy, and Luftwaffe, but he had lost caste as a 
result of his failure to predict the Allied landings in North 
Africa the previous November. Top echelons of his organiza- 


tion had already been grabbed by Heinrich Himmler, 
bespectacled octopus head of the ever-expanding tentacles of 
the S. S. 


Himmler personally took over the Aleksan- droff Affair from 
the very start. To Stockholm he sent two of his best agents. 
One was a great friend and favorite, Walter Schellen- berg, a 
sensitive, soulful-eyed, strikingly handsome man of thirty-five, 
and a former lawyer. Much more was to be heard of Schel- 
lenberg in the last days of the Third Reich when he and his 
friend Count Folke Berna- dotte, Swedish Red Cross official, 
several times attempted to assist in peace negotiations between 
Himmler and General Eisenhower. 


Schellenberg was already in charge of the S. S.’s foreign 
affairs section. Once in Stockholm, it was only the matter of a 
day or so before he and his assistant milked Aleksandroff dry. 
The Russian, in order to give an aura of plausibility to the 


Kremlin’s offer, disclosed many details about his mission 
which were brought back to Berlin, and some of them have 
aided in piecing this story together. 


The two S. S. men sped back to Germany. Their return started 
one of the many rows between Himmler and Ribbentrop which 
were to grow in intensity with every new German reverse. 
Even then, those two were only on speaking terms to quarrel. 


Ribbentrop insisted that Himmler should not be dabbing in 
foreign affairs, and that the Aleksandroff matter was strictly 
the concern of the Foreign Office. Himmler, in sharp rebuttal, 
referred to the decision of Dank- wort, one of Ribbentrop’s 
own men, that it was an Intelligence question, and said he 
agreed heartily up to the point where the Ftlhrer had been duly 
informed and had rendered a decision. The clash between the 
two was noised around the top layer of their departments in the 
Wilhelmstrasse. 


At the Foreign Office, news of the Russian offer brought a 
surge of hope that the war might soon be over. It required no 
military training to estimate how much punishment 


the more than 200 German divisions then on the eastern front, 
plus their attached echelons of the Luftwaffe, could mete out 
to the Anglo-American forces in North Africa. 


No one in the Foreign Service was more elated than Count 
Friedrich von Schulen- burg, former German Ambassador in 
Moscow. One of the architects of the Nazi-Soviet pact of 
1939, a strong disciple of the theory of rapprochement with the 
East which was planted in the Wilhelmstrasse after World War 
I by Baron von Maltzan and Count Brockdorff-Rantzau, von 
Schulenburg suddenly perceived the chance of having all his 
beliefs vindicated. In this he was strongly supported by Dr. 
Werner von Grundherr, the timid and laborious acting chief of 
section for Russia and the Scandinavian peninsula. 


Their job was to help prepare a dossier for the Filhrer’s 
decision—and help identify the man in Stockholm as a 
Russian official. It was a labor of love. 


Von Schulenburg knew Aleksandroff from several personal 
meetings in Moscow. Grundherr knew him by record and 


reputation. He also dimly recalled the Russian as having 
accompanied Soviet Foreign Minister Molotov to Berlin for 
the conference of November, 1940. The description furnished 
by the two S. S. men tallied perfectly. The dossier was ready in 
jig time. 

Himmler decided to rush the terms to Hitler, who was at his 
eastern headquarters near Kdnigsberg, in East Prussia. As 
Himmler departed for the front, the old diplomats in the 
Wilhelmstrasse talked and hoped—and kept their fingers 
crossed. Who knew? This might be a turning point in the 
history of the world. 


In two days Himmler was back in a dither of excitement. He 
told how Hitler had pondered the matter and read all the 
related documents. Then, said Himmler, the Ftlhrer had asked 
this question: 


“Now, who is this Aleksandroff? Is he a Jew or a Gentile?” 


It was the one question that Himmler was not prepared to 
answer. No one had even 


considered it. Why would they? It was fantastic and 
preposterous that this should ever be a point of controversy; 
but there it was. A question that no one could answer. 


A few diplomats have a vivid recollection of that frantic day 
when Himmler and his man Schellenberg came back and 
turned the Foreign Office topsy-turvy trying to find out if 
Aleksandroff was a Jew or a Gentile. “We must hurry!” 
Himmler kept crying, fluttering and wringing his hands. “The 
Filhrer is waiting to make a great decision! ” 


He had no need to admonish them. The diplomats were as 
anxious as he to have the Ftlhrer make a decision, but they 
were flabbergasted that such a big decision seemed to depend 
on such a meager issue. In dismay that he took no pains to 
hide, the old count confided to a friend: “This proves the 
man’s madness. The world is at stake, yet he will waste 
priceless time to have a silly question looked up!” 


Conferences were held, records were studied. No one could 
find out whether the old former Czarist was a Gentile or a Jew. 


Meanwhile, Ribbentrop is said to have taken huge delight in 
Himmler’s discomfiture. The great Intelligence operative had 
been asked a simple question by his Filhrer—and he had been 
caught flat-footed! 


“If ever proof were needed that foreign affairs should stay in 
the Foreign Office,” Ribbentrop is reported to have said, “here 
itis! ” 


However, as the Foreign Office whipped into action on the 
matter, none knew better than it own members that they, and 
Ribbentrop too, would have been caught flat- footed. They 
couldn’t find the answer anywhere. Count von Schulenburg 
was sure that the high-born Russian had not so much as a drop 
of Jewish blood in his veins, but he couldn’t prove it. Finally 
Dr. von Grundherr came with the suggestion that the query be 
put through Sofia. 


Bulgaria, he pointed out, was still on friendly terms with both 
Germany and Russia. The German Minister at Sofia could 
probably get the Bulgarians to dig out the 


right answer quietly and very prudently through their legation 
in Moscow. 


The old count demurred and protested that it would all take too 
long. But eventually he agreed. 


A coded message was sent then and there to the German 
Minister in Sofia, Adolf H. Beckerle. An old Nazi Party wheel 
horse and former mayor of Frankfort on Main, Beckerle was 
not a career diplomat, but he had a great flair for politicking. 
When he got the message he stepped over to the Bulgarian 
Foreign Office and had a chat with an influential friend. The 
deal was arranged. Up in Moscow, in no time at all, Bulgarian 
Minister Ivan Stamenoff carried out instructions to have 
Aleksandroff’s ancestry culled for several generations. 


It was several days before the answer came back to Berlin via 
Sofia. It contained numerous items of information: (a) That 
there was no Jewish blood in Aleksandroff whatsoever; ( b ) 
that he was still Assistant Chief of Protocol and in charge of 
the Central European division; and (c) that he was absent from 


Moscow, but his whereabouts could not be determined and it 
was not known when he would return. 


Unbeknown to the Germans, however, for a few hours 
following this message, was the fact that some time during the 
past few days there had been a leak. Russian Intelligence had 
learned that the Bulgarians had been asked to conduct a quiet 
investigation on Aleksandroff. 


While the latest information from Moscow and Sofia was 
being forwarded to Hitler, word came from the Gestapo in 
Stockholm that Aleksandroff had left. 


Himmler was frantic. Even more so was Count von 
Schulenburg. They asked and received assurance from the 
Ftihrer’s headquarters that a German emissary would be sent 
promptly to meet Aleksandroff if he would return to 
Stockholm. Thus prodded by Berlin, the S. S. agents in 
Stockholm put more and more pressure on the intermediary 
and were finally given to understand that the 


reason for Aleksandroff’s withdrawal was the Russians’ 
knowledge of the Bulgarian investigation. To the Kremlin, it 
had become clear that the security of the Aleksandroff mission 
had been imperiled before the Germans had made any move to 
reply. The Russians doubted if any further negotiations could 
be carried on without the knowledge filtering through to the 
Americans and British. 


The Russian skittishness provides a droll sidelight to the 
episode which, as we shall see, was not exactly closed at this 
point, but only suspended. The stage beyond which one might 
be double-crossing the other was invariably an issue in the 
dealings between such consummate poker players as Stalin 
and Hitler. The Kremlin was well aware that a sudden 
unveiling of its emisary to public view by the Germans could 
serve to split the Big Three and double-cross the Soviet Union. 
Aleksandroff in Stockholm could—by German manipulation 
—become an explosive strong enough to smash the Allied 
coalition. So Moscow withdrew the potential explosive in a 
hurry. 


There is also a touch of irony in the fact that the course of the 
war depended for a precious number of days on whether or not 
a few drops of Semitic blood could be found in the veins of a 
Russian. But under the surface it was by no means as droll or 
ironic or even as simple as that. The fact that Hitler was 
willing to stall is about proof enough that Stalin’s terms were 
not acceptable as they stood. Subsequent developments seem 
to indicate, however, that had Aleksandroff stayed put, 
negotiations to reach more mutually satisfactory terms might 
have been pressed by both sides, and the Russo-German war 
ended then and there. For history tends to prove that there was 
no moment during the war more opportune for a separate 
peace between the two nations. Without any doubt, Hitler 
came to realize that he had missed the 


boat and, a few months later, tried to overtake it. 


The next offer came from Berlin. By the fall of 1943, when the 
Nazi star was sinking but the Big Three had not yet reached a 
spirit of harmony at Teheran, Hitler sent soundings to Moscow 
which were pressed hard through the same old channels in 
Stockholm. He suggested a separate peace with Russia. 
Moscow ordered its intermediaries to appear ready to close a 
deal which would give the Baltic States to the Soviet Union, 
allow for Soviet expansion to the Persian Gulf coasts to the 
Arabian Sea, and support Soviet demands for control of 
Dairen, in Manchuria. 


The negotiations, in the fall of 1943, were mentioned, but not 
elaborated, at the Nuremberg trials and in the House of 
Commons. They still need plenty of sunlight and fresh air, but 
they have not remained as completely concealed from the 
world as the Aleksandroff Affair—the incident that launched 
them. The second series of negotiations failed because Hitler 
refused to allow Russia to control the Middle East. His 
obduracy on that point is attributed by some to his conviction 
that the V-2 rocket bombs would prove a quick major setback 
to his enemies. 


Success of the Normandy landings in June, 1944, is believed 
to have convinced him that his dream of a drive to India and a 
junction with the Japanese was doomed. But by that time his 


opportunity for a Russian settlement was gone. The warm 
personal relationship engendered at Teheran between 
Roosevelt and Stalin had welded the Big Three into a team in 
fact as well as in name. Rommel had been knocked out of 
Africa. The Allies were sweeping up the Italian peninsula. 
American planes had landed in Russia and started the shuttle 
bombing of Germany. The Red Army had cleared all Germans 
out of the Crimea. There was nothing Hitler could offer the 
Russians that they couldn’t take for themselves. The moment 
had passed. 
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The world believed Germany lay passive under Hitler. Yet 
there was slight resistance to him and perhaps ten attempts on 
his life, mainly by ranking army officers. This last one should 
have succeeded but did not. Marshal Rommel, involved in it, 
killed himself moments before arrest. [October, 1946] 


THE PLOT TO KILL 
HITLER 


BV JULIET BRIDGMAN 


The final attempt on Hitler’s life, made on July 20, 1944, 
which resulted in the disintegration of the anti-Nazi movement 
and death and torture to most of its members, has received a 
great deal of publicity. But many of the dramatic details of the 
historic July 20 events, now uncovered by Army Intelligence, 
have never been described. 


The object of the plot was a complete about-face, the arrest of 
the Nazi leaders and an immediate end of hostilities, with all 
key government posts coming under control of the plotters. It 
was a staggering job that called for a fully organized 
undercover government in advance of the coup. Its leaders had 
to be men who would command the respect of everybody in 
Germany. 


One of the most difficult problems was that of establishing 
access to Hitler by a man willing to murder him. The changing 
conditions brought on by the ramifications of the war—and 
two unsuccessful attempts on Hitler’s life—had left the 
plotters without a single “inside man.” Finally the ticklish 
quest for the right person met with success when, early in 
1944, Count Klaus von Stauf- fenberg, one of the leaders in 
the movement against Hitler, was made chief of staff of the 
Home Army. 


In this position von Stauffenberg had daily contact with the 
Fuhrer himself. He flew from Berlin to Hitler’s headquarters 
in East Prussia every afternoon carrying a locked briefcase 
filled with secret reports for the Fuhrer. This briefcase had two 
keys. One was safely locked away at the War Office; the other 
was kept by Hitler himself. As Stauffenberg knew, the Fuhrer 
never allowed his 


briefcase to be opened by anyone but himself. 


The original plan for July 20, 1944, was that Stauffenberg 
would enter the headquarters, in a concrete air-raid bunker, 
and simply shoot the Fuhrer. This plan was abandoned for two 
reasons: first, Stauffenberg had lost an arm in Tunisia and the 
hand of his good arm had been seriously injured, with three 
fingers missing. Thus assassination by shooting might go 
haywire. The other reason was that Stauffenberg was among 
the very few who were personally acquainted with most of the 
key leaders of the movement. In the hope of saving him for 
future work in the coup d’etat, the counter-movement 
organizers decided in favor of a bomb instead. The bomb was 
placed in the locked briefcase, rigged up to go off as soon as 
the key was inserted in the lock. 


With the fatal briefcase under his arm, Stauffenberg reached 
Rastenburg, East Prussia, to meet with the first setback of the 
ill-fated day. Because of some whim or other, Hitler was not in 
his customary place in the concrete bunker but was conferring 
with several members of his staff in a wooden house above the 
air-raid shelter. This change must have been regarded by 
Stauffenberg with considerable dismay. For the bomb would 
prove much more effective in the bunker than in the flimsy 
wooden house. However, he walked in and, according to an 
SD (Sicherheitsdienst) guard who survived the historic 
moment, chatted with Hitler for a few minutes, then laid the 
briefcase on the desk, excused himself, and walked out. 


At this moment another whim overcame the Fuhrer. He left his 
desk and went to a 
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bookcase in a corner of the room and picked out a volume. 
Then, because of still another whim, the Ftlhrer—in an 
unprecedented gesture—handed the key to the briefcase to his 
secretary. The secretary inserted the key in the lock and was 
instantly killed in the explosion. The blast left Hitler partly 
deaf and also somewhat paralyzed in his left arm and leg. But 
some hours later he was able to tell the German people by 
radio that Providence had preserved him from all harm. 


Meanwhile Stauffenberg, under cover of the confusion caused 
by the explosion, looked over the ruins to make sure that 
Hitler was dead. In the midst of the debris there lay a bloody 
Hitler (one of the Fuhrer’s doubles) half covered by the 
shattered bookcase, his arm bleeding and half his clothes torn 
off. Assuming that at last the plot had succeeded and that the 
coup d’etat could finally get underway, Stauffenberg flew back 
to Berlin. 


The coup d’etat was scheduled to start at 4 PM, and at 
precisely that moment things began to happen all over 
Germany. In Berlin General Karl von Hase, commandant of 
the city and an early initiate into the countermovement, 
ordered Major Remer, commander of the Guard battalion but 
not a member of the plot, to surround the War Office, enter, 
and arrest Goebbels. By this time, however, rumors had begun 
to spread in the larger cities that an attempt had been made to 
assassinate the Ftlhrer but that it had failed. 


Remer was sufficiently worried by the rumors to neglect to 
call out his crack Guard battalion. Instead he went directly to 
Goeb- bels’s office and told the Propaganda 


Minister that Hitler was dead and that he had been ordered to 
place him, Goebbels, under arrest. Goebbels called Hitler’s 
headquarters and informed the dazed and shaken Ftlhrer of 
what was going on. Hitler ordered Remer to arrest Hase. 
Remer complied, a decision which later earned him the Iron 
Cross from his grateful Ftlhrer. 


Inside the War Office, meanwhile, a bloody indoor battle was 
raging and von Stauffenberg was among the 250 who perished 
in that fight. 


All but a handful of the active leaders of the counter- 
movement were wiped out in the purge that followed, and over 
10,000 arrests were made in connection with the July 20 
attempt. 


Most Germans today express regret that the plot failed 
because, had it succeeded, the war would have been over 
sooner and the worst year would have been avoided. 


There are others, however, who look upon the July 20 fiasco in 
a different light. Had the Nazi government been overthrown 
then, they argue, there would always have been the cry of “We 
didn’t really lose the war; we were betrayed from within.” In 
due time that could have been again built up into a question 
mark in the minds of the people and eventually been fashioned 
into a reconviction of Nazi invincibility and belief that perhaps 
—who knows?—under the Hitler regime Germany might have 
won the war after all. As things stand now, if nothing else can 
be said of the outcome of the war, at least it is certain that that 
issue has been settled. 


In May, 1940 , Hitler stood on the coast of France and peered 
across the Channel at England. Behind him, as far back as 
Poland, lay the greatest devastation the modern world had ever 
known, for his blitzkrieg had proved more effective than even 
he dared hope. Planes had bombed cities, villages, and fleeing 
civilians, while his armies met only minimal resistance in the 
conquest of the Low Countries and France. 


Had he learned by the German mistakes in World War I? 
History proved that his armies were not as invincible as they 
seemed at first to be. But the final outcome only gradually 
became clear. 


In May, as the German armies began the blitzkrieg across the 
Low Countries, a discredited Neville Chamberlain stepped 
down. He was succeeded as Prime Minister by bulldogish 
Winston Churchill, whose mind inevitably turned back to 
World War I, when he had been a discredited First Lord of the 
Admiralty. [May, 1941] 


THE MISTAKES OF WORLD WAR I 


BV WINSTON CHURCHILL 


The 1914-18 war was incomparably the most prodigious 
manifestation of human strength that the world had seen. A 
hundred years almost to a year had passed since the end of the 
Napoleonic struggles. There had been many small wars or 


colonial wars, but, broadly speaking, there had been a hundred 
years while the nations had been gathering their economic 
strength and charging their cells with latent power. 


Steam, electricity, railways, in all their applications and 
consequences, had brought the nations to a pitch of prosperity 
and material force far exceeding anything of which the boldest 
minds had dreamed. 


Then, at the summit of this astonishing development, with all 
their slow-gathered patriotism, passion, and resources, they 
fell upon one another in one frightful convulsion in which we 
seemed to recognize the Armageddon so long foretold by 
prophecy. 


Although the Allies were throughout far more numerous, 
wealthy, and with the command of the sea better situated, they 
only by the skin of their teeth, and after several horrible 
hazards, emerged victorious. 


It will always be a matter of great interest to examine the 
crucial points and see how small were the margins upon which 
the awful decision turned. 


Nothing could have been worse than the first French plan. 
They were dominated by the idea that they must attack. 


They ignored the power of the magazine rifle and the machine 
gun. 


Instead of fortifying their whole frontier, or even only 
entrenching it while the armies were mobilizing, they met the 
German in7 


vasion by very large independent counterattacks of their own. 


Three of the five French armies pushed forward on each side 
of Metz in an attempt to break the German center and paralyze 
the whole of their encircling movement through Belgium. 


In the battle of the frontiers, which nobody in Britain 
understood at all at the time, the French armies were beaten, 
with a loss of two or three hundred thousand men and a 
disastrous slaughter of their best officers. 


By the twentieth day of mobilization all the five French armies 
and the one British army were in full retreat, while the German 
invasion was pouring forward through Belgium toward Paris. 


The fate of France was brought to a point within five weeks of 
the outbreak in the so- called Battle of the Marne. 


The world had the impression that the French soldiers would 
fight magnificently so long as they were successful, but that 
they could not stand the ordeal of defeat, disappointment, and 
retreat. 


The Germans believed this. Their High Command was 
absolutely certain they would take Paris. 


Much more than that: they expected to break in upon the 
French from the east as well as from the north, and cut off, 
round up, and compel to surrender practically the whole of the 
French military force. 


But it was wonderful to see the stubbornness and unflinching 
reserve power of the French. They retreated for five or six 
marches and then, at the fateful moment, all turned together 
and fell upon the invader. 


Our attention had naturally been concentrated upon the 
extreme left or northern flank of this 250 miles of battle front. 


Here it was that the British Army fought and played a part 
which, as it turned out, was decisive. 


But no one can judge the matter who does not realize that the 
whole life forces of France and Germany were, for three days, 
in deadly grapple, with their last reserves thrown in on both 
sides. 


In this struggle the French, for the first time, used the power of 
their admirable artillery. 


The Germans had pushed on with great rapidity and were 
sprawled out. 


The French had retreated undismayed and were now 
compressed and crouched for a spring. 


By the mistakes made by General von Kluck near Paris a gap 
was opened in the German front into which the British Army 


marched. The German main headquarters then lost their heads 
and ordered a general retirement. To our relief and 
astonishment, we suddenly felt the avalanche pressures stop. 


The terrible enemy recoiled, and both sides settled down into 
the trenches in which, speaking generally, they remained for 
nearly four years. 


If the French had not had this glorious power of rallying after 
their misfortunes and turning to bay; if the small British Army 
of six divisions (out of a hundred on the fighting front) had not 
been where it was and capable of acting as it did, the war on 
land might have ended in the first two months in the complete 
destruction of the French Army and probably of the British 
Expeditionary Force. 


We must take this as the first of all the great crises of the war. 


The second climax of the war, without doubt, was the 
Dardanelles. If in 1915 we could have taken Constantinople, 
Turkey would have gone out of the war or retreated into the 
depths of Asia Minor, and the whole of the Balkan States, with 
about 2,000,000 fighting men, would have come in on our side 


and have gnawed up against the southern frontiers of Austria. 


Even the unsuccessful attack which we made was the prime 
cause of bringing Italy, with the army of a first-class Power, 
into the war against Austria. 


One cannot doubt that if either the British fleet had forced the 
Dardanelles, or if the British Army had gained the crest lines 
on the Gallipoli Peninsula, the war would have ended in 1915; 
Germany would have been stripped of her allies and must have 
negotiated a peace; the world would have been spared the 
awful slaughter and impoverishment of the three years which 
followed. 


It seems almost incredible that the British fleet could not 
sweep up the mine fields and pass the Straits when the Turkish 
batteries had virtually no more armor-piercing shells nor the 
means of replacing a single mine. 


Still more astonishing is it that in the Battle of Suvla Bay, in 
August, 1915, more than 40,000 British troops, all safely 


landed on the Gallipoli Peninsula, were held up by perhaps 
1,800 Turks for two whole days. 


One stands in awe of these grievous adverse decisions. They 
seem to have no relation to the ordinary workings of cause and 
effect. But the explanation of why Constantinople was not 
taken in 1915 is not so much the mistakes which were made 
on the spot as the lack of willpower shown by the then British 
government. They never would or could throw themselves into 
the effort with united zeal. 


The muddles of the first Coalition Cabinet and their military 
advisers in 1915 will ever be a supreme example to the world 
of what should be avoided. 


After this great hope of the Dardanelles was thrown away, the 
western front became again the decisive theater. The Germans 
chose to make a great trial of strength by attacking the fortress 
of Verdun. The French met them, and a prolonged wearing- 
down battle developed in which more than half a 


million men fell on both sides, killed or wounded. We must 
look upon this flagrant German mistake of attacking Verdun as 
a partial offset to our own incompetence which marred the true 
strategy of the attack upon Constantinople. 


The third climax of the war came when the German attack 
upon Verdun had failed, when the Somme battle was raging at 
full blast, when the Russian Brusilov unexpectedly broke the 
Austrian front and captured over 200,000 prisoners, and when, 
in consequence, Rumania joined the Allies. This dangerous 
conjunction brought about the fall of Falkenhayn, and carried 
Hindenburg and Ludendorff to the supreme control of the 
German war effort. 


There followed the fourth prime feature of the war—the grand 
U-boat attack on the Allied shipping and the food ships and 
store ships which kept Great Britain alive. 


Here again we were exposed to a mortal risk. Not merely 
defeat but subjugation and final ruin confronted our country. 


Three fourths of the tonnage sunk was British, and 175 U- 
boats out of a total German loss of 182 were destroyed by 


British agency. 


This was incomparably the greatest triumph of the Royal Navy 
in the war, and if our seafaring manhood had not been as 
sound as a bell we should never have saved ourselves. 


Of all the tasks ever set the navy, nothing could have appeared 
more baffling than that of sheltering our enormous mercantile 
traffic and groping deep below the surface of the sea for the 
deadly, elusive foe. 


It was, in fact, in a game of blindman’s buff in an unlimited 
space of three dimensions. 


This is not the place to describe all the devices by which the 
U-boats were conquered. It is sufficient to say that but for the 
institution of convoys we should not have succeeded. 


The convoy system was forced upon the 


senior officers of the Admiralty by the Cabinet, who had 
received information from younger officers that this was the 
only way. 


Here was certainly one of the vital turning points of the war, 
one of the moments when blessing and cursing hung in the 
balance. 


Consider the general situation. Russia was collapsing. Surely 
to no nation has fate been more malignant than to Russia. 
Despair and treachery usurped command at the moment when 
her task was almost done. 


To remain in presence; to lean with heavy weight upon the far- 
stretched Teutonic line; to hold without exceptional activity 
the weakened hostile forces on her front: in a word, to endure 
—that was all that stood, at the end of 1916, between Russia 
and her share in the general victory. But a dark hand, gloved at 
first in folly, now intervened. Revolution broke out. 


But not in vain her valiant deeds. 


The Russian Empire fell in 1917, on March 16. On April 6 the 
United States entered the war. 


It was not so much the physical aid of America that counted: 
The psychological effect of a new and fresh command of 


120,000,000 active, educated people thrown into the scale on 
our side reanimated the French resistance. 


We in Britain had not suffered yet as much as our ally, but to 
us, also, the entry of the United States was a tremendous 
reassurance. 


And here was where the U-boats struck at the vital point. 


The German war leaders deliberately faced bringing the 
United States into the war by sinking her ships because they 
calculated they could starve Great Britain in five months. 


It was certain that the United States could not bring any 
military forces to bear within that time. 


Moreover, if the U-boats triumphed, it would not be possible 
to transport millions of Americans across the sea. American 
intervention would then be only a shadow. 


All turned on whether the German calculations were right. But 
the British Navy conquered the U-boats. 


The terrible curve of sinkings rose through February, March, 
and April, 1917, and if it had continued to rise at a similar rate 
in May, June, and July we should have been defeated; our ruin 
would have been certain. 


But April was the peak. After April our countermeasures 
began to win. By July we breathed again. Never again did 
Germany equal the April sinkings. 


The autumn of 1917, which was to have seen the fulfillment of 
German dreams, came, passed, and left us safer. 


By the end of the year it was certain that we should not 
succumb. 


It was certain, moreover, that war could be carried on until the 
power of the United States could, if necessary, be fully exerted 
on the battlefields of Europe. 


By the middle of 1918 the submarine campaign had been 
definitely defeated. The weapon purchased so dearly by the 
German war leaders had first been blunted and then broken in 
their hands. 


The final phase of the U-boat war saw the roles of the 
combatants reversed. It was the U-boat, and not the merchant 
ship, that was hunted. 


In these latter days a Flanders U-boat could hope for only six 
voyages before meeting its dark doom. 


The unceasing presentiment of a sudden and frightful death 
beyond human sight or succor, the shuddering concussions of 
the depth charges, the continual attacks of escort vessels, the 
fear of annihilation at any moment, the repeated hairbreadth 
escapes produced a state of nervous tension in the U-boat 
crews. 


Their original high morale declined rapidly during 1918 under 
an intolerable strain. 


The surrender of more than one undamaged submarine, and 
the numerous cases of boats putting back for small repairs a 
few days after leaving harbor, showed that even in this valiant 
age and in this valiant race the limits of human endurance had 
been reached. 


I saw and felt all the great crises of the war, and understood at 
each moment what was at 


stake. The U-boat peril was beyond all comparison and was 
the most frightful to endure. 


If the French Army had been destroyed and captured and Paris 
taken in September, 1914, still Britain, with her sea power, 
could have carried on the war singlehanded and held Germany 
long enough to make a reasonable peace. This also applied to 
the collapse of Russia without our gaining the United States. 


Similarly, in 1918, when it looked as if the great German 
offensive might cut the French from Britain and drive us back 
from the Channel ports, or even into the sea, still we could 
have lived. 


We could have repeated in the twentieth century the resistance 
which our ancestors made to Napoleon in the nineteenth 
century. 


We could have stood out alone until the conqueror was forced 
to come to terms. 


In 1918, with the United States as an ally, the English- 
speaking alliance could ultimately have won the war whatever 
happened in Europe. 


But none of these assurances applied to the U-boat campaign. 


If that had succeeded we were absolutely finished, not merely 
beaten but starved and impotent. 


There could be no recovery, and we were fighting an enemy 
who would have shown no mercy. 


Therefore the decision which gave victory was the defeat of 
the U-boats, and this was the grandest and most superb service 
ever rendered by the Royal Navy to mankind. 


It must be remembered that this was not the warfare of great 
fleets and admirals. It was warfare conducted by lieutenants, 
commanders, and captains. 


It was a war of small vessels. It was a war of flotillas in 
ceaseless toil night and day, gale and fog, summer and winter, 
the most exhausting war service, demanding tireless vigilance. 


Little boats laboring and plunging in the great seas; weary, 
war-worn men straining their eyes for a periscope hour after 
hour, day 


after day, week after week, month after month; no rest or 
relief, and no weakness of any kind! 


Gratitude unbounding should go forth from British hearts to 
their sailormen who saved their lives and freedom from the 
worst perils in our history up to that time. 


Gratitude, also, to the men of the mercantile marine! 


If there had been the slightest flinching on the part of our 
merchant officers and sailors to put to sea with their cargoes, 
all the skill of the Royal Navy would not have succeeded. 


There was a period when one voyage in four came to a fatal 
end. 


Scores of thousands of merchant seamen had been torpedoed 
once. Tens of thousands had been torpedoed twice. Many had 
been torpedoed three times. 


Never for one moment did they waver. Back they went to the 
hungry sea as soon as they were rescued. 


There is no class of our fellow countrymen who are entitled to 
more gratitude and honor than these ordinary, splendid men. 


Thus I have passed in review the various grand climacterics of 
the last war, and have marked unmistakably the dominant 
event. 


But I would not have it supposed that physical force and its 
reactions comprised the secret of our victory. 


Without this physical force and the successive episodes also 
mentioned we could not have won. 


But should we have had this physical force if there had not 
stood behind it—never more strong than in the darkest hours 
—the moral conviction that we were in the right? 


Great mistakes were made by the generals and politicians. 
Lives were thrown away on a staggering scale. 


But still the will to win persisted and prevailed because of the 
innate, unchallengeable conviction that the cause was good. 


With FRANCE and the Low Countries fallen, Hitler seemed 
poised to invade across the English Channel. Military experts 
today feel he might have succeeded in this had he moved 
without delay. An elaborate plan for the conquest of Britain, 
prepared by the General Staff, lay open before him. It was 
obtained and printed in Liberty by foreign correspondent 
Wythe Williams, who added his own comments. [March, 
1941] 


GERMANY’S SECRET 
PLANS FOR INVADING 
ENGLAND 


BV WYTHE WILLIAMS 


While Adolf Hitler has been engaged, this winter, in lining up 
active and also silent partners in his gigantic land-grab 
enterprise known as the New World Order, for the purpose of 
an all-out spring blitzkrieg against the British Empire, he 
needed, to back up his diplomatic efforts, a clear-cut inventory 
of Nazi might—military and economic. To meet this 
requirement, he ordered the chief government agencies of the 
Third Reich to prepare inclusive reports to serve as basis for 
his negotiations. Copies of these reports, neatly bound and 
attested with the seal of the Reich Foreign Ministry, were 
delivered by couriers to German Ambassadors von Mackensen 
in Rome, Count von der Schulenburg in Moscow, Otto Abetz 
in Paris, von Stohrer in Madrid, General Otto in Tokyo, and 
also to Heinrich Maximilian Stahmer, the Fhhrer’s personal 
envoy at the Japanese capital. 


I learned of the existence of these documents, and was able to 
have important excerpts copied from them. Those who assisted 
me in procuring this important information cannot be named. 


The documents from which I was able to secure verbatim 
excerpts, four in all, were prepared by the German General 
Staff, the Reich Air Ministry, the Defense Ministry, and the 
Ministry of Economics. The information contained therein 
served as the basis for the present series of articles, in the 
order given. The reports are dated December 1, 1940. 


Confirming with microscopic detail the worst fears of the 
prophets of invasion, the 


General Staff memorandum deals solely with the preparatory 
phases of the plan and sets the date of March 31 for all to be in 
readiness—leaving Der Tag and its zero hour to conjecture and 
the will of the FUhrer. 


The dominating motive behind Hitler’s intentions is 
unequivocally expressed in the following sentence from the 
Staff report: “The determining factors of the Reich war policy 
{Richtlinien der Kriegspolitik ) point with all clearness toward 
the necessity of a complete overpowering ( Niederringung ) of 
the English island kingdom.” 


Included in the provision for coordinated assault by land, sea, 
and air, are mass air attacks with upward of 30,000 planes, the 
use of gas, parachute and glider troops, airborne light tanks, 
and the dropping of ten million tons of high-explosive bombs 
—even now in subterranean storage in Holland, Belgium, and 
France. Specifications are given as to the number of tanks of 
different categories, including amphibians, troop barges, and 
protective convoys, underwater flame throwers for cutting 
mine cables, and provisions for protection and supply of forty- 
five divisions of shock land troops, chosen as the army of 
invasion. 


The preamble of the General Staff reports opens prosaically 
enough with the simple statement: 


The production difficulties and the material shortages 
experienced in late autumn have been largely overcome. 
Framing of plans for military operations on land, in air, 


and on the seas can now be based on safety factors which may 
be expected to hold true. 


Conditions in the occupied territories and allied countries have 
been subject to investigation and scrutiny. 


Restoration of communications and industries in the 
Gouvernement General has proceeded at a satisfactory pace. 
Especially gratifying is the coal and ore situation in Upper 
Silesia, and much the same can be said of the textile industries 
in Lodz. In general terms, the output has been more than 
doubled as compared with conditions under the Polish misrule. 


Progress has been made in the new industries contributing to 
the Reich defense economy ( Wehrwirtschaft ), especially in 
those contributing to the air arm. The populace is in a state of 
complete docility and a repetition of the disorders of last 
summer is not to be expected. A reduction of occupational 
forces has taken place. Russian border relations are 
particularly gratifying. The region has ceased to be a trouble 
spot. 


The coastal defenses of the Jutland coast are completed. The 
mine barrier in the Skagerrak is impenetrable. Equipment of 
the bases for the Reich naval forces in the Danish islands is 
expected to be completed by March. The same goes for the 
new bases of the air arm. Militarily, the situation in Denmark 
is one of the best. 


In Norway the internal situation still remains partly 
undependable. 


The communications problem ( Verkehrs- bild) is nearing a 
satisfactory solution... . the progress of construction work on 
the great naval base in Trondheim Fjord. 


In Holland the general situation could stand considerable 
improvement. The office of the High Commissioner ( 
Gauleiter ) has been advised accordingly. While acts of overt 
sabotage have practically ceased, there is still a considerable 
amount of passive resistance. Furthermore, the nightly 
activities of English air squadrons over the country prove that 
they are receiving inside information through channels not yet 
disclosed. 


The communications picture is the brightest part of the Dutch 
situation. The installation of new facilities is progressing 
rapidly. This includes camouflaging of the principal canals and 
concentration terminals... . 


Work on the construction of the new system of airfields is now 
proceeding satisfactorily. There is no repetition of the events 
of last autumn on the part of certain sections of the rural 
population. They have been made to understand that the 
temporary expropriation of certain lands by the dictum of the 
Occupational Authority is a by-product of the war situation. 


The Dutch sector of the offensive front, like all others, will be 
ready in time. 


In Belgium the situation, now as before, is the most 
satisfactory of all. Both branches of the native population have 
shown more genuine cooperation here than in any other of the 
occupied territories. The heavy concentration of English 
bombing attacks along the strip of Belgian coast is due not to 
any inside information but is the result of an erroneous belief 
on the part of the English General Staff that this will be the 
principal sector of the offensive front. There is no reason to 
discourage them in this belief, and therefore our pretended 
activities are being kept up at a brisk pace. 


The few actual offensive points in this sector are extremely 
well camouflaged and protected, and there has been no 
damage worth mentioning to any of them. Since all barge 
concentrations along the canals of the Belgian hinterland will 
be deviated to the Scheldt River delta, the great damage done 
to the canals of the coastal region in the course of the Flanders 
campaign is of secondary consequence. They are not important 
in offensive calculations. 


The Belgian hinterland will serve as the principal avenue for 
the organization of supply from the main industrial bases to 
the Dutch and French sectors, and in this respect the O. T. 
(Organization Todt ) has done a remarkable job of 
reconstruction on the system of Belgian railroads and 
highways, as 


well as in the new construction of bomb-proof underground 
storage facilities. The calculation that the English would 
instruct their bombing squadrons to spare the Belgian 
hinterland for political reasons has proven correct. 


It is also for this reason that a relatively smaller number of 
airdromes were constructed on Belgian soil than elsewhere. 
But these are well placed, skillfully camouflaged, and they are 
practically undetectable from the air, as proven by aerial 
photographs taken as low as 1,000 feet above the ground. 
Even the most expert enemy observer would return with a 
gross miscalculation of the number of aircraft in the Belgian 
sector of the offensive front. 


In France there are factors to be contended with which are not 
countered elsewhere. Whereas the eastern hinterland and the 
central part of the country remained practically untouched by 
the war of movement, the region north of the Seine and Marne 
has seen a considerable destruction of its lines of 
communications. Especially the disorganization of French 
railroads was so complete that it required months of repair 
work to bring them into somewhat tolerable shape. The only 
trunk line which was taken over completely intact was the 
Angouleme Railroad to the Spanish border, and this one has 
ever since been taxed to capacity. The French highways, while 
generally in excellent shape, cannot compare in traffic 
capacity with the Reich’s motor roads, the extensions of which 
across French territory cannot be undertaken so long as the 
future political status of France remains a question mark. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: A great deal has been written 
about Hitler’s timetable of conquest. Much of it was fiction 
and the remainder grossly exaggerated. The Nazi Supreme 
Command expected to force a decision in the west within a 
certain period, but no specific dates had been set for the 
surrender of France or the conquest of England. Various units 
of the Nazi army 


operated on a timetable, each within its limited sphere of 
action, but the attainment of broad objectives always has been 
considered a matter of both military and political expediency. 


Because of the breakdown of the French communications 
system, this part of the offensive front contributed the 
principal reason why the contemplated October offensive had 
to be abandoned. Then followed the wholesale requisition of 
French rolling stock for increased service to Italy. The larger 
part of this French rolling stock is still outstanding. The Reich 
Communications Ministry has been advised that all the French 
rolling stock must be restored before the turn of the year. 
Unless this is done, offensive preparations along the French 
sector cannot be completed per schedule. The three 
bottlenecks of this region are the railroad centers of Metz, 
Nancy, and Lille, where immense quantities of offensive 
supplies have accumulated. Even the restoration of the Rhine 


bridge into Strasbourg will defeat its purpose unless sufficient 
rolling stock is made available. 


The use of motor transport throughout occupied France is 
furthermore complicated by the fuel problem. The booty in 
motor vehicles was beyond all expectations, but French and 
American-made engines are not adaptable for Diesel fuel, and 
it was found inadvisable to release the quantities of gasoline 
that would be required. While the increased productivity of 
Rumanian oil refineries will relieve the situation to some 
extent, the French railway system will be indispensable for 
transportation of heavy goods. 


There are considerable accumulations of rolling stock at 
various points in unoccupied France. When large quantities of 
north French rolling stock were requisitioned for Italian 
deliveries, it was done on the assumption that south French 
rolling stock would be made available in sufficient quantities. 
This has met with serious obstacles. Such deliveries were not 
included in the original armistice terms and the Vichy 
government, while 


MILITARY STRATEGIES 161 


acceding to some demands, has been consistently hedging on 
the question of others. 


Besides, the communications system of unoccupied France is 
so utterly disorganized that it is extremely doubtful if it can be 
brought into shape by French efforts alone. Rolling stock has 
been heaped up in blind alleys ( Sackgassen ) from which it 
can be extricated only with great difficulties. There also may 
be considerable reluctance on the part of local French 
authorities to move it. For instance, conditions in the Lyons 
bottleneck are beyond description. A great deal of the rolling 
stock accumulated there is in bad need of repairs, but the 
principal railroad shops are in occupied France. Breakdowns 
along the Lyons-Chalon and Lyons-Besancon railroads are 
almost hourly occurrences. It is almost impossible to move 
anything out along these two routes. The only really 
dependable main south-and-north artery is the Angouleme 
Railroad, but its through capacity is limited. In addition, it 


serves as the only route for supplying our southern naval bases 
on the Atlantic coast and for direct communication with Spain. 


There has been much expectation with regard to harnessing 
north French industrial production for purposes of the general 
offensive. This, with the sole exception of iron-ore production, 
has proved a mirage. It is true that the great French industrial 
centers have, with the exception of badly hammered Lille, 
fallen into our hands virtually intact, but the revival of 
industrial production in occupied France is facing the same 
difficulties with which the French war industry had to contend 
prior to the French defeat. 


Too great a proportion of French skilled workers were drafted 
into the armed forces. Great numbers of these are now 
prisoners of war. As prisoners they are commandeered for 
pursuits in which their skill cannot be utilized to best 
advantage. The Supreme Army Command has been requested 
to devise a workable method by which these workers could be 
returned to their places of production. 


Furthermore, a great number of skilled workers from north 
France are now refugees in the unoccupied zone of France. 
They are crowding the ranks of unemployed, and the Vichy 
government finds it more and more difficult to restore them to 
productive capacity in view of the armistice restriction with 
regard to defense industries. Negotiations for the repatriation 
of this group have produced no concrete results. 


And yet this problem must be solved in short order if the 
productive capacity of France is to assist in the general 
offensive picture. There are only two ways to accomplish this: 
Either the French government returns to Paris, from where it 
can restore the French industrial machine to comparative 
normalcy with the cooperation of the Occupying Authority, or 
Reich economic control must be extended to the whole of 
France without delay. 


Strategically, France must be considered from the viewpoint of 
the three branches of our armed forces—land, sea, and air. 
From the very beginning it was the opinion of this office that 
England could be reduced only by a coordinated speed assault 
carried out by all three. The Air Staff held a different opinion. 


The limited entry (Einsatz) of English air forces in the 
Flanders battle led to the belief that the English air arm was 
utterly insufficient for engaging our air arm over France. This 
belief has proved a fallacy. 


The English regarded the crushing defeat of the French field 
army as a foregone conclusion and conserved practically all 
their air squadrons for the defense of their island. Our air arm 
was given its day and failed to carry it. It is now generally 
conceded that even the proposed mass assault by 30,000 
planes will not in itself force a decision. The air arm has 
proven unequaled in destroying the morale of ground forces as 
well as civilian population, but unless land forces of sufficient 
strength and mobility are close at hand to avail themselves of 
this demoralization, the effect of the air assault will be merely 
temporary. 


In the case of England, a systematic destruction of the larger 
part of the country’s productive capacity is insufficient in 
itself, so long as the productive loss can be made up, and even 
exceeded, by ever increasing productive capacity overseas. 
The orientation of the United States under her present regime 
is well known. Her productive reservoir can be made greater 
than that of the European continent, given the time. 


Five hundred submarines are a potent force, but even a 
thousand would not suffice to prevent all overseas supplies 
from reaching the island kingdom, and every new shipload of 
supplies contributes to a strengthening of the morale of a 
determined people. English resistance is more a moral than a 
physical factor. The English sense of security, owing to sea 
protection, has been built up through eight hundred years until 
it has become a sort of obsession. The mere appearance of a 
formidable foe on English soil will shatter this sense of 
security to pieces, and with it all further resistance will 
collapse. 


For a coordinated assault on England, France has always been 
considered the natural springboard. Unfortunately, modern 
France has not thought herself in a position to settle accounts 
with England. Whatever offensive machinery the French 
possessed was directed exclusively against the east. Our 


offensive bases on the French coast, from Dunkirk to 
Bordeaux, had to be built from the ground up. They can be 
classified under four different headings: 


1. Steel and concrete emplacements. Their completion was 
delayed by the necessity of installing special machinery for the 
operation of heavy guns mounted on underground turntables. 
The delay in deliveries of heavy guns experienced in the 
Dutch sector was also occasioned here. According to the War 
Ministry’s explanation, this delay was primarily due to the 
differences in calibration for the various batteries. The 
temporary expedient of using heavy guns mounted on railroad 
flats left much to be desired. First, their usefulness 


was impaired by the necessity of their removal to secret 
stations before the arrival of dawn, sometimes as far as fifty 
and sixty kilometers inland. Second, their frequent shifts from 
one position to the other made it impossible to adopt a unified 
system of range finding. Present indications are that our 
offensive points of heavy artillery will be ready for action by 
February 15. 


2. Shock-troop cantonments ( Stosstruppen - quartiere). In the 
erection of these, the O. T. has surpassed all expectations. The 
work had to be started from scratch. The French system of 
cantonments was based on the Maginot system, extending 
from the Meuse River east to the former Reich border. In fact, 
west of the Meuse there was not one single modern 
cantonment affording protection from concentrated dive- 
bombing attacks. Today we have facilities for the cantonment 
of twenty-six divisions between Lille and St. Nazaire. Their 
disguise against air reconnaissance is so effective that English 
concentrated bombing attacks for the past two months have 
resulted in only 640 military casualties, and these were 
principally among men who ventured into the cities in pursuit 
of pleasure or private affairs. It is expected that by early March 
sufficient facilities will have been created for the safe 
quartering of a total of forty-five shock divisions. 


3. Air bases. Since the exact location and arrangement of all 
French airdromes in the Channel region was known in all 
details by the English General Staff, their availability was 


reduced to their service as dummies. In this capacity they have 
served admirably, the English-having expended tens of 
thousands of tons of high explosives for their destruction. The 
new offensive airdromes are arranged in three principal 
categories —for fighter craft, combination combat and 
bombing planes, and heavy bombers respectively. If the Reich 
Air Ministry continues deliveries of new planes as scheduled, 
the airdromes will be waiting for them. 


4. Naval bases. A report on this subject will 


be submitted separately by the Ministry of the Navy in 
conjunction with the staff of the Commander in Chief of Naval 
Forces. In this connection, mention should be made of the fact 
that present and future arrangements call for a complete 
coordination of the destroyer, mosquito boat, mine sweeper, 
and submarine fleets, with the transport fleet assigned to the 
land forces. Heavy naval units will operate from bases on 
Norwegian territory. 


The offensive plan of the Supreme Command calls for the 
most intimate cooperation between land, air, and naval forces. 
Every element of chance has been discounted. The only 
question still left open is the measure of French collaboration. 
This, according to present indications, will be forthcoming at 
the proper moment. If the production schedule of the home 
front keeps the pace assigned, the complete success of the 
general offensive appears assured. 


But other factors than the western offensive front are 
prerequisites of unqualified success. The most important of 
these is complete concentration on the primary objective, 
whatever the political inducements favoring a dispersal of 
military effort. Any gain in secondary directions will be 
temporary at best, so long as the main effort remains 
unfulfilled. This is particularly true of the Balkan situation. 
With the clarification of the problems presented by Hungary 
and Rumania, offensive military action in the European 
southeast should be a matter for future consideration. 1. Under 
the present organization of the Reich’s military economy, the 
various deliveries from the countries in question are 
practically indispensable. Even a partial failure of these 


deliveries would easily cause an undesired reorientation of the 
whole economic program. A retention of the present policy of 
conditional peace with respect to these states is therefore of 
utmost importance in order to avoid even a minimum of 
interference with the current trend of the military economy of 
the Reich. 


2. Neither the army of occupation in Rumania nor other 
military forces assigned to the Danubian region are equipped 
at present for a long winter campaign in the European 
southeast. Successful warlike measures in this naturally 
difficult mountainous terrain could be initiated only upon 
organization of a completely secured system of military supply 
routes. Considering the climatic and weather conditions now 
prevailing in this region, such an organization of supply is 
unfeasible in the limited period of time at our disposal. Add to 
this the difficulty of establishing a sufficient number of fully 
equipped air bases. Without the strong participation of the air 
arm, any military success in modern warfare is a matter of 
grave doubt. 


These reasons should form a determining barrier against the 
conjuring up at this time of a Balkan theater of war. 


On the other hand, all the information received through our 
intelligence channels indicates that England would like 
nothing better than to find a way of getting at us through our 
Balkan back door. This is especially true after the Reich has 
gained complete control over all Rumanian oil properties. 


Every defensive precaution in this respect has been taken. The 
occupational army in Rumania is being strengthened to a point 
where any Turkish adventure would mean a plain case of 
national suicide. Inasmuch as a loss of the Rumanian oil 
properties would be catastrophic, the strictest measures have 
been taken for their protection. The same applies to the new 
defense industries on Rumanian territory. If it should become 
necessary for the military authorities to take over the whole 
economy, and even the civil administration, of the country, this 
will be done. 


The coordination of the Hungarian army with the Reich forces 
and the taking over of all control over the Hungarian railroads 


have created a united defense front from the Black Sea to the 
Italian border. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: The swiftness of the French 
collapse took the Nazis themselves by surprise. During the 
final stages of the campaign their units were spurting forward 
more by the momentum of the drive than in accordance with a 
preconceived plan. And Mussolini, fearful that an 
overwhelming Nazi victory might interfere with some of his 
“national aspirations, ” jumped off the fence so quickly that 
Berlin was even further astonished. The German High 
Command was displeased rather than gratified. Hitler’s 
generals had studied the Italian war machine closely and had 
never thought much of it. They dreaded having it put to crucial 
test. A saber-rattling, defianceshouting Mussolini was an asset 
to Hitler so long as he was not found out. Once his bluff was 
called, he became a cumbersome liability. The General Staff 
report concerning the main Axis partner continues as follows: 


The weakest link of the offensive chain is represented by Italy. 
At the time of Italy’s entry into the war the understanding was 
that the work of the two headquarters should be closely 
coordinated. Later the Italian General Staff refused to 
subscribe to such an agreement. The result was a loosely 
jointed, often halfhearted collaboration. On the part of the 
Italians it could not be understood that once the conflict with 
the British Empire had developed into a life-and-death 
struggle, it required the unification of all effort. The Italian 
General Staff was obviously jealous of the military 
accomplishments of our armies and tried to emulate them, 
without wanting to realize that the achievement of a striking 
success demands the laying of a firm groundwork. When at 
last the suggestion of a unified command was made by the 
Italians, it was unacceptable because it would have involved a 
sharing of the responsibility for Italian reverses. 


The Greek campaign, undertaken in the face of strong 
objections by the German side, was a military blunder of the 
first magnitude. The time, the place, and the circumstances 


were the worst that could have been chosen. Under existing 
conditions it was clear from the outset that a quick 


achievement of the principal objectives demanded the 
concentration of an overwhelming force. This was pointed out 
to the Italian Army command in August, when they wanted to 
launch their drive into Greece simultaneously with the 
Somaliland campaign. In spite of these warnings, they let three 
months pass without doing anything about it. 


Although it was known that the Greeks had concentrated more 
than eighty percent of their available field forces for 
deployment around the so-called Metaxas Line, the attacking 
forces were insufficient. The equipment used was utterly 
unsuitable to the terrain. An organized supply service across 
the Adriatic Sea was practically nonexistent, the army in 
Albania being left to its own devices from the very start. There 
was no concentrated entry on the part of the Italian Air Force, 
which had just three modernly equipped bases on Albanian 
territory. When these bases were put out of commission by 
English bombing squadrons within a week after the launching 
of the Italian attack, the Italian Air Force was forced back to 
bases on the Italian mainland and the invading forces were left 
without adequate air support. Our recommendation of a 
preliminary occupation of the Ionian Islands, which would 
have provided adequate air bases, was completely ignored. 
The Italian soldiers were sent into Greece in the belief that the 
whole thing would be a parade march. They had no established 
defense line in their rear on which to fall back in the event of 
failure. The whole affair was a typical case of overdone Italian 
braggadocio. 


The Italian armies deploying from Libya are in an uneviable 
position. As was pointed out by this office in connection with 
General Ritter von Epp’s African inspection trip of two 
months ago, the Libyan Desert terrain is utterly unsuitable as a 
base for military operations against a strong enemy force 
based on the country around the Nile delta. 


Graziani’s thinly drawn line could undertake a successful 
offensive operation only if assured adequate naval support. 
This, under present conditions, cannot be had. A penetration of 
Egypt from Libya is unthinkable so long as strong English 
naval forces dominate all sea approaches. Even the limited 


Italian advance along the coast of Egypt was an invitation to 
disaster. 


The various makeshift moves proposed by the Italian General 
Staff reveal a complete lack of comprehension of the basic 
realities of the situation around the Mediterranean. Especially 
Rome’s recent suggestion of an immediate Gibraltar offensive, 
under prevailing strategic and economic conditions, must be 
relegated into the realm of fairy tales. 


Such a campaign would promise a doubtful success only in the 
event of a complete participation by the Spanish armies. As to 
this, the negotiations recently conducted with representatives 
of the Madrid government have clearly demonstrated that 
Spain is in no way prepared for any serious military enterprise. 


Preconditions for a march of our armed forces through Spain 
in sufficient military strength are likewise negative. The 
principal Spanish means of communication are in a really 
pitiful condition. To get them into a somewhat useful 
condition would require a six-months job on the part of the O. 
T. The necessary organization of supply lines could be effected 
only by the use of coastal shipping. Such a solution would be 
currently impossible, due to the domination of the western 
Mediterranean by British naval forces. 


Besides, the Gibraltar problem is one of secondary 
consequence. The determining factors of our war policy point 
with all clearness toward an unconditional overpowering of 
the English island kingdom. 


Clearly, by its very geographic limitations, Italy is confined to 
the passive role of holding the largest possible aggregation of 
English land and naval forces in the Mediterranean region. It is 
regrettable that Italian ambitions 


are flirting with plans the carrying out of which is absolutely 
beyond the capacity of Italian military and naval power. These 
ambitions have already led to serious setbacks. Their direct 
encouragement by way of direct military aid in the Greek 
campaign should be definitely ruled out. 


The opposition of the framers of our foreign policy toward the 
elevation of France as a major partner on the continent, 


replacing Italy in this respect, is regrettable. In spite of her 
disastrous defeat, France still represents a more formidable 
military potential than does Italy. Besides, Spanish 
coordination to the continental policy is conditional upon the 
reaching of a definite understanding with France. 


The extent of promised Japanese participation in the common 
war effort is still an unknown factor. While Japan is making 
preparation for a vigorous drive into the British position in 
southeast Asia, the extent of such preparations is still obscure. 
There is a suspicion that the Japanese General Staff may hold 
back until certain of the success of the great offensive on the 
British Isles. This would not be enough. Tokyo should be 
made to understand once more that her assigned role is to draw 
the largest possible number of British naval and air forces into 
the East Indian archipelago, even at the risk of intervention by 
the United States. Once English resistance has been crushed, 
the opportunities to buy America off will be enhanced. 


All conferences with Moscow, past and present, demonstrate 
clearly that Russia will not participate in military operations 
until she is convinced of a break-up of the British Empire. The 
Russian forces in Central Asia will march only when assured 
of meeting with little resistance. The solution of the Russo- 
Japanese problem lies entirely within the hands of the Foreign 
Office. So long as this problem is not solved on a permanent 
basis, Russia must be considered a factor of unknown quality. 


It is futile at this time to invite a discussion of plans for future 
campaigns in Africa or 


Asia. Any Italian or Japanese inquiries must be sidetracked as 
inviting a dispersal of effort. No commitments must be made 
to anyone, as they would seriously endanger our present 
military purpose. The same applies to Russian urgings 
regarding a clarification of the Balkan problem. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: In view of the stupendous Nazi 
activities in the various conquered countries, as shown in this 
report, not to mention the long diplomatic parleys followed by 
military maneuvers that have practically turned Rumania, 
Yugoslavia, and Bulgaria into vassal states, also the necessary 
juggling with Russia and Japan, plus the hypodermics 


administered to Italy, it seems clear that Hitler would not have 
attempted the invasion of England last autumn even if not one 
soldier had guarded the shores of the island kingdom. He 
simply did not possess the physical means. 


The report of the German Supreme Command here sounds the 
note that runs as an undertone of a litany throughout the entire 
document—England must be destroyed: 


Overpowering of the English island kingdom will lead to the 
solution of all outstanding problems, including those with 
Russia, Japan, Italy, and even the United States of America. 


As established in discussion between representatives of the 
Supreme Command, the Defense Ministry, the Navy Ministry, 
and this Ministry, the prerequisites for a complete victory over 
England demand the attainment of an unquestionable and 
overwhelming supremacy of the Reich Luftwaffe over the 
Royal Air Force. It was agreed that this desired ratio of 
supremacy should be ten to one in favor of the Reich 
Luftwaffe, roughly applied to all types of planes, although in 
certain categories the ratio may be considerably smaller. 


Under manufacturing conditions such as prevailed in late 
summer and early autumn, the attainment of our ten-to-one 
ratio would have been impossible. German plane produc 


tion was arranged in accordance with conditions as they 
existed prior to the occupation of the shores of the English 
Channel and of the Atlantic coast of France. Developments 
during the early stages of the conflict with the Western Powers 
( Westmaechte ) placed emphasis on the construction of 
bombing planes with a flying radius of 2,000 kilometers or 
more. It was during this construction period that the Luftwaffe 
accumulated its great reserve of Junkers 88 and Dornier 17 
bombing planes. Then came the great preparation program for 
the concentrated attack on the western front, which required a 
speed-up in the construction of Messerschmitt 109 fighting 
planes and the Heinkel 118 and Junkers 87-B dive bombers ( 
Sturzkampfflugzeuge ). 


When the expectations of a negotiated peace with England, 
based on the destruction of the French Army, vanished, the air 


assaults on the English island in late summer and early autumn 
had to be undertaken with the material then on hand. 


It was realized that a war of annihilation ( Vernichtungskampf) 
against England presents problems radically different from the 
ones faced in the war on France. While the French campaign 
was based on complete coordination between land and air 
forces, the English campaign is one in which the preliminary 
stages have to be accomplished by air forces alone. In fact, it 
is a threefold problem, namely: (1) To eliminate the Royal Air 
Force as a potent defense factor. (2) To accomplish the largest 
possible measure of destruction of English industrial capacity. 
(3) To prevent, in a large measure, the reinforcement of 
English defense capacity by supplies from overseas. 


In organizing the new gigantic air- construction program, the 
British air potential had to be taken as a starting factor. 
According to reliable information, the present (December 1, 
1940) English air strength is, in round figures, 5,000 planes 
capable of action, exclusive of such air forces as are stationed 
in the Near East and elsewhere outside the English defense 
zone... . 


There are also approximately 100 bombers of American 
manufacture, but their performance has proved unreliable. The 
approximately 1,200 pursuit and fighter planes received from 
America cannot be considered an air military factor... . Our 
own air forces prior to the introduction of the new construction 
program (October 1, 1940) consisted of a round total of 52,000 
planes... . Although the decentralized production system 
introduced in the aircraft industry five years ago has prevented 
any stoppage of production by enemy night bombings, the 
increased flying radius and efficiency of English Blenheim and 
Wellington bombers prompted the Supreme Command to issue 
the August order for the transfer of the principal assembly 
lines to absolutely safe locations in the eastern provinces. The 
execution of this order imposed considerable production 
hardships. It was to a considerable extent the principal cause 
for the material shortages and production defects of the late 
autumn. In some cases complete factory facilities had to be 
shifted, as in the instance of the Junkers works in Dessau and 
the Focke-Wulff factories in Bremen. 


But all this is behind us. It can be definitely stated now that the 
entire industry is in every respect fully geared for the large 
speed-up program decided upon in September. Even the 
formerly Dutch Fokker works, now moved to Ostmark, have 
been attached to the chain-production method. The entire great 
moving program has been carried out. 


All aircraft engine factories operate under high pressure and 
the newly ordered ratio of 2.4 engines for each new plane is 
already surpassed in part... . Therefore it can be counted upon 
with a fair degree of certainty that the Supreme Air Command 
will have at its disposal 30,000 additional fighter and bomber 
planes, requested for the mass assault on the British Isles, by 
the arrival of spring. This will bring the grand total of our 
warplanes to more than 80,000. 


The additional demands imposed by the 


contemplated transfer of one or two complete air fleets for 
operations on the various Italian fronts will be taken care of by 
the newly installed manufacturing and assembling facilities in 
Hungary and Rumania. 


Our calculations are based on the disruption in English aircraft 
production thus far accomplished by our night raids on 
production centers. An increase in the intensity of our raids 
will result in a proportionate decrease of enemy production. 


Preliminary information from overseas discloses that in the 
same period the English may expect the delivery of some 
1,600 planes of American and Canadian manufacture. 
Experiences of the past few months have shown that only 
something like sixty percent of American shipments actually 
reach the enemy shores. 


The calculations incorporated in this report, in connection with 
the new construction program as described, have served as a 
basis for determining the ten-to-one potential air ratio against 
England to be reached by M arch 31, 1941. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: While the above figures on the 
Nazis’ own air strength may be considered as reasonably 
accurate, since no one could be better informed on this than 
the office of the Nazi A ir Ministry, those on the English air 


strength can be taken as somewhat of an underestimation. The 
contemptuous dismissal of American plane contributions may 
have been justified at the time of writing, but no allowance 
was made for the American capacity to increase production 
under stress. That phase of the picture may be considerably 
altered to the Nazi disadvantage before very long. 


The active pilot personnel of the Luftwaffe now totals 62,540. 
To this number should be added 14,230 over-age flying 
instructors, and 12,860 pilots of the air transport services. The 
first graduating class of the Youth Flyers (Jugendflieger ), 
numbering 6,480, joined the Reich flying services in 
September. Grand total, 96,110. 


The training services of our Luftjugend and Jugendflieger 
have now been in operation for six years. The system is 
extended over all the areas of the Reich. It has attained a 
degree of efficiency where it can now feed the Reich 
Luftwaffe with more than 100,000 graduates each year—this 
in addition to the flying personnel recruited through regular 
channels from other branches of the Reich defense forces. 
Thus our reservoir of trained flying personnel is practically 
inexhaustible. 


We have three brand-new types that are still in the 
experimental stage, but which we are confident will be ready 
for use by spring. One of these is a Focke-Wulff destroyer 
plane equipped with two revolving turrets containing air 
cannon. The second is an entirely new departure in bombing 
planes designed by the Junkers works, and which we 
anticipate will reach a ceiling of 40,000 feet. This, of course, 
would place it completely out of reach of all currently 
employed types of fighter planes. The third innovation is an 
invisible bomber, the construction of which is under way in 
the Heinkel factories. We believe it will prove capable of a 
speed up to 400 miles an hour with a full load, placing it in the 
same speed class with the Stukas. Its wings and fuselage are of 
transparent plastic material, which will render it practically 
indiscernible above 3,000 feet. 


Our tank-ferry transport plane, developed within the past few 
months, also is expected to play an important role in our 


spring attack on England. The carrying mechanism will release 
the tank when a few feet above the ground, with the plane 
proceeding on its flight. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: This is the end of the actual 
report of the German air Ministry. A brief addendum gives a 
graphic picture of one of the many Nazi airplane factories now 
working on full day-and-night schedule. British bombings of 
German industrial centers necessitated a shift of many 
production plants. The exact location of the 


older aircraft factories was well known to the Royal Air Force. 
Hitler takes no chances, and late last summer gave the order 
for further decentralization of the air industry. East Prussia, 
Silesia, Austria, Poland, the Suden- tenland, Bohemia, and 
Moravia are now scattered with plants formerly located at 
Dessau, Bremen, Amsterdam, and elsewhere in western 
Germany. I present the description of one of the new plants, 
which evidently is typical: 


It is in the midst of a forest. So skillfully was the location 
chosen that as close as 500 yards one would not suspect the 
existence of an airplane factory. The building is unimpressive, 
covering less than an acre of ground, and is two-and-one-half 
stories high, with the trees of the forest creeping up on it from 
every side and overreaching the roof by a considerable margin. 


The principal work is carried on underground. There the plant 
branches out into a veritable city, with high, well-lighted, and 
ventilated passages leading in various directions. It contains a 
large power plant, engineering and executive offices, fire 
station, central telephone exchange, hospital with operating 
room, several cafeterias, narrow- gauge electric railway 
connection, and other modern facilities. The underground 
passages lead to other buildings. Some are within a half mile 
of the main plant, others farther away, but all are concealed by 
the forest. Only the assembly work is carried out in the 
portions of the plant built above ground. The buildings are 
painted to conform with the scenery. Their smokestacks rise 
among trees and can be mistaken for such. On their roofs are 
planted many shrubs, blending the whole with the enveloping 


landscape. It is considered that an enemy pilot flying at 3,000- 
feet altitude would be unable to detect the plant layouts. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: In October, 1940, with all his 
new manufacturing units going at top speed, Hitler’s aircraft- 


production program started making greater strides than ever. 
During November, Nazi factories ran a grand total of 4,800 
planes of all types off the assembly lines. Even this was 
exceeded by the staggering January, 1941, grand total of6,020 
planes—an all-time high. 


The main force of the Nazi air arm, in the spring of 1941, 
undoubtedly will be contained in the 30,000 planes of the new, 
October to March inclusive, production schedule. 


Just how long the Nazi war lord will be able to keep up his 
present hectic construction schedule is of course open to 
debate. It may take a gradual, perhaps even a sudden drop for 
any one of many possible reasons. Eventually it may be 
outdistanced by the continuously developing production 
program in the United States. 


For the purposes of his 1941 blitzkrieg, Hitler appears to be in 
possession of immeasurable advantages. According to the 
evidence as reported by his Air Ministry, he has the factories, 
the planes, and the flying personnel. He thereby, the report 
shows, holds the unquestionable supremacy of numbers in the 
air. 


The air infantry is organized in 12 divisions of 8,000 men 
each. A fleet of 240 transport planes is assigned to each 
division. The arrangements permit the carrying of each air 
division with full equipment as an integral unit. These soldiers 
are equipped with light submachine guns. Their assignment is 
to consolidate and hold positions gained by the motorized air 
cavalry. The air infantry divisions are now undergoing 
intensive training in localities similar to the terrain where they 
are intended to operate. 


The organization of the motorized air cavalry is not fully 
completed. When finally equipped and ready for the campaign 
of 1941, it will consist of eight brigades of 2,000 men each. 
The mobile equipment of each brigade will consist of 200 light 


5-ton tanks (Panzerwaged), 100 light 10-ton tanks, 200 special 
supply vehicles and 300 motorcycles. The tanks and supply 
vehicles are of special 


construction for release from transport planes over the ground. 
Training of these troops is proceeding as fast as tanks and 
planes are assigned. ... In excess of fifty percent of the 
experimental vehicles have been delivered... . Exhaustive tests 
over terrain similar to that of England have shown an average 
speed of 75 kilometers per hour on country roads, 50 
kilometers across meadowland, and from 20 to 25 kilometers 
over obstructive ground. Their protective armament of special 
alloy has withstood tests of supermachine-gun fire as well as 
that of the regulation anti-tank gun known to be the regular 
English equipment, except for direct hits scored on the running 
track... . 


The parachute troops have been reorganized in two separate 
corps of 25,000 men each. The First Corps is trained and 
equipped for the destruction and dislocation of enemy 
communications in the path of the motorized cavalry, and for 
such independent action as may be deemed necessary by the 
Invasion Army Command. To the Second Corps will be 
assigned the industrial disorganization in the enemy’s rear. 
This will include the incapacitating of power plants and 
transmission lines, destruction of railroad bridges and trestles, 
cutting of telephone and telegraph wires, silencing of wireless 
and broadcasting transmitters... . 


Comment by Wythe Williams: All these special troop 
formations have been called into being for the express purpose 
of an air invasion. The same applies to the glider corps, to 
which the report makes this brief reference: “Production of 
gliders, except those for training purposes, is suspended. This 
method of air transportation is intended for the initial crossing 
of the O. T. exclusively. The supply on hand is deemed 
sufficient for this purpose. ” 


The gliders referred to are so-called air trailers, which are 
hooked to transport planes and cast adrift in the air currents 
when close to their destination. Members of the O. T., or 
Organization Todt, are armed only with pick 


and shovel and other construction tools. Part of their job is the 
laying of pontoons for the crossing of rivers ahead of the 
advancing army, repairing blown-up bridges, and 
reconstructing highways. 


Tests with underwater flame throwers have been successfully 
concluded. Deliveries are in advance of schedule. These 
devices are intended for the cutting of mine cables, as a 
preliminary to the penetration of mine fields which form a 
triple barrier along the English coast. 


The type of amphibian tank selected for mass production after 
the September tests was placed in manufacture immediately. 
Assembly of complete machines is still lagging. Construction 
of self-propelling barges for the carrying of tanks is far in 
advance of schedule, since the building of these vessels in 
Dutch and Rhineland boat yards was started a considerable 
time before the assembly of tanks was begun... . 


Manufacture of the new 5-ton tanks has been speeded up. 
Approximately 2,400 of these machines have been delivered 
and tested. Present indications are that a total of 6,000 will be 
ready by March 31, 1941. 


The number of available 10-ton tanks now exceeds 12,000, 
exclusive of those assigned to the training services... . 


There is now a total of 4,800 25-ton tanks available, in 
addition to those reserved for the training services... . The 
number of 50- ton tanks in tiptop condition for combat duty 
has reached 2,800... . The delivery of 80-ton tanks has 
reached 1,200... . 


Delivery of armored motorcycles and side cars is already fifty 
percent ahead of schedule... . 


Stocks of all regular army types of machine guns have 
accumulated... . 


All heavy guns of the Maginot Line suitable for coastal 
defense have been transported to focal points along the Dutch, 
Belgian, and French coasts. Their installation in newly 
constructed coastal fortifications is progressing satisfactorily. 
The huge quan— 


tities of ammunition found in the Maginot forts are considered 
sufficient to cover all expected contingencies. However, the 
now-idle French armament factories can easily be employed in 
the production of additional stocks... . 


Production of high-explosive aerial bombs of all sizes and 
types is proceeding at an undiminished tempo. It can be safely 
predicted that by March 31, 1941, the underground storage 
facilities close to the air bases in Holland, Belgium, and 
France will contain in excess of ten million tons of high- 
explosive missiles. Additional quantities will be available at 
the central reserve storages... . 


Since the expenditure of oil incendiary bombs has greatly 
lagged behind the quantities estimated in spring, 1940, 
production is suspended as of October 31, 1940... . 


Production of the new thermite bomb was begun in September, 
1940. Inasmuch as this type of incendiary bomb is not to be 
used until the big 1941 spring offensive, we have every reason 
to believe that the supply will be more than adequate. 


For reasons of policy, the Supreme Command has withheld 
permission for the use of the various types of gas bombs thus 
far. Stocks more than six months old have been turned back to 
producers for remanufacture. It is understood that this type of 
bomb is intended for extensive use almost exclusively in 
advance attacks on the coastal defense positions of the enemy. 
Unless this order is rescinded, the supply will be more than 
adequate. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: One striking feature of the 
German Army of today as shown throughout the report is the 
absence of independent artillery formations. The Wehr- macht 
is not organized for a war of position. It is an army especially 
created for a swift war of movement, which means that always 
it must hold the offensive. Ordnance equipment, field artillery, 
antitank guns, mortars, motorized howitzers, even heavy 
railroad guns, are assigned to the heavy infantry 


divisions, to furnish them with the greatest possible 
concentration of fire power. The Defense Ministry report ends 


with a brief description of a Nazi armored division, also a 
summary showing the composition of the entire army: 


A Panzer division has 12,000 men. It includes 500 tanks 
ranging from 10 to 80 tons; 750 motorcycles, approximately 
one-third of which are equipped with side cars carrying 
machine guns; 2,800 trucks and other vehicles. Its artillery 
equipment consists of twenty-four heavy mortars, seventy 
field guns, thirty-six antitank guns, and eighteen antiaircraft 
guns. Ordinarily it has assigned to it twelve reconnaisance 
planes. In active blitzkrieg operation its aircraft complement 
will be heavily reinforced with fighter planes and dive 
bombers. 


The Wehrmacht as now organized is composed of twenty-two 
armored divisions, sixteen divisions of motorized cavalry, 
thirty- two divisions of mechanized infantry. Its bulk consists 
of 190 divisions of heavy infantry, making a grand total of 260 
divisions, representing a manpower strength slightly in excess 
of four millions. 


Comment by Wythe Williams: A picture of Hitler’s armed 
might, as he is massing it, would be incomplete without at 
least a delineation of Nazi naval strength. If the German Naval 
Staff submitted a special report at the same time as those from 
which I have quoted in these articles, the information 
contained in it was not made available to me. But fragmentary 
references to naval matters are contained in the other reports. 
Pieced together, they convey this fairly comprehensive picture: 


Especially satisfactory has been the progress of construction 
on our new great naval base in Trondheim Fjord and the 
advanced island fortifications. Part of the facilities for the 
submarine fleet have been in use for 


several months. The giant dry dock now under construction is 
designed to accommodate not only battle cruisers and 
battleships but also the new battle cruisers of the Deutschland 
class now nearing completion... . 


Two of the four are expected to be ready for trial runs in early 
summer, 1941, while the other two will be launched some time 
in May. With their displacement of more than 42,000 tons and 


their 44-centimeter guns, they will outclass every ship now 
afloat, including the British battle cruiser Hood. 


Among the unfinished war vessels captured in French ports or 
on French shipways were two battleships, one heavy and three 
light cruisers, one aircraft carrier, eight destroyers, and six 
submarines. Two of the cruisers have been completed in 
record time and they are now part of the naval forces of the 
Reich. The two battleships are expected to be completed in 
summer with equipment originally built by the Creusot works. 


The results of ship-salvage operations in the waters of Narvik 
have been gratifying. Five of the destroyers sunk in April, 
1940, have been raised and are undergoing repairs at Tromsb 
and Harstad. 


It is expected that the coming of spring will find the Reich and 
Italian navies under a unified command. The total number of 
U- boats available for blockade operations in spring, together 
with those of the Italian Navy, and also with French and 
Russian additions, is expected to be approximately 540. With 
construction of parts and assembly operations maintained at 
the current high pace during the summer months, an addition 
of 160 submarines by autumn is anticipated. 


Comment and final analysis by Wythe Williams: The French 
battleships referred to are presumably the Clemenceau and 
Jean Bart, each of 34,000 tons. Their capture in uncompleted 
condition was announced by the Nazis in June, 1940. From 
this information, the capital-ship strength of the German Navy 
in the near future appears to be: 
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The two battle cruisers Scharnhorst and Gneisenau, of 27,000 
tons each, completed in 1937. The two superdreadnaughts 
Bismarck and Tirpitz, of 38,000 tons each, completed in 1940. 
Two battleships of the Deutschland class, of 42,000 tons each, 
and two former French battleships, of 34,000 tons each, all to 
be completed in 1941. In addition are the two pocket 
battleships Lhtzow and Admiral von Scheer of 10,000 tons 
each, completed in 1934. 


This accounts for ten capital ships. The Nazis also stand a 
chance of obtaining the French ships Richelieu, a sister ship of 
the Clemenceau, and Strasbourg. With the addition of the five 
battleships of the Italian Navy, the Axis would muster 
seventeen capital ships, the majority either brand new or of 
recent construction. 


From various references in the reports it appears that Hitler’s 
strength in destroyers will be approximately eighty-two with 
the coming of summer. Also, if the figures mean what they 
seem to imply, a fleet of something like 700 submarines under 
Nazi control looms in the offing. 


From the bald inventory of lethal goods contained in the report 
of the Defense Ministry, and in the others, one is able to 
construct a preview of the invasion plan that may not be far 
removed from actuality. Without indulging in dire detail, here 
is the possible sequence of events. This is my prediction of 
how Hitler hopes to carry out his program, should he attempt 
the invasion: 


Some evening in April, or possibly in early May (all 
documents agree that March 31 is the date set for preparations 
to be complete), a few scattered bomber squadrons will take 
off as usual. The night selected will follow a period of routine 
raiding. The scattered raiders will give the English their 
customary alerte and otherwise prepare them for an uneventful 
evening. 


At the same time, on other airdromes, carefully concealed and 
never before used, long lines of new bombers will be warming 


up. Into their racks will be loaded a type of bomb not used 
before—gas. Their objectives will not be announced until 
immediately before taking off, for they will be conditioned by 
the rate and direction of the wind. They will arrive over the 
English coastal areas as the night damp begins to settle. 


Following them will come the waves of bombers. Back and 
forth all through the night these will ferry their loads of flame 
and destruction. Not only the coastal towns but the entire 
defensive areas surrounding the beaches chosen for landings 
will be subjected to a pounding that may exceed the worst 


efforts at Coventry. Presently the long-range guns taken from 
the Maginot Line, that stud the Channel coast of France, will 

begin firing, hurling tons of explosives to the rear areas of the 
defense positions. 


British airdromes will receive the most concentrated bombing 
attacks since the beginning of the war. Every effort will be 
made to demolish the Royal Air Force on the ground. The 
Luftwaffe flyers will take greater risks and accept heavier 
losses from antiaircraft fire than ever before. Success of the 
whole adventure depends upon holding daylight control of the 
air, and the R. A. F. must first be destroyed at whatever cost. 


Inland points will not be overlooked, but industrial cities and 
possibly even London may be neglected in these preliminary 
all-out bombings, except for important rail and 
communications centers. 


Simultaneously with the departure of the first gas bombers, 
flotillas of swift shallow- draft mine sweepers will set out 
from canals and river mouths of Holland and Belgium and the 
French invasion ports. Convoyed by fast motorboats, it will be 
but a few hours later when they reach the scene of their 
mission. By then, theoretically, the shore line of England will 
be aflame from end to end. Their object will be to locate, cut 
through, and destroy the formidable mine barrage with which 
the island kingdom is triple-ringed. They must carry out their 
mission behind the barrage of the bombing attack, but 
probably 


The main routes of Germany’s all-out attempt to “completely 
overpower ” England, as indicated in the German General 
Staffs secret report. 


Russian Foreign Minister Molotov signing the nonaggression 
pact with Germany for the Soviet Union. An amused Stalin 
and (left) von Ribbentrop, Hitler’s foreign minister, look on. 


under intense fire from the English coastal batteries. Special 
dive-bomber squadrons doubtless will be assigned to protect 
them against any units of the British fleet that may enter this 
inferno. 


Troops will not be landed during this first phase of the 
blitzkrieg, repeated on several nights, until daylight 
reconnaissance indicates that destruction is sufficiently 
complete and until daylight mastery of the air can be proven. 
The first Nazi soldiers to land on English soil, according to the 
program, will come by air and probably on the final night of 
the bombing. 


The actual bridgeheads will be established by the air infantry, 
landing from transport planes upon the beaches, after all shore 
defenses have been destroyed. Under their protection, the O. T. 
men from the towed gliders will begin construction of landing 
facilities for further forces of invasion, while 


the air cavalry, 5-ton tanks, and motorcycle units are fanning 
out over the bombed coastal areas, overcoming remaining 
centers of resistance and making contact with the parachute 
corps. The parachutists, dropped farther inland, will be 
working their way outward toward the sea as they accomplish 
their special missions of disruption and destruction. 


Only after this coastal strip is firmly in their possession, with 
the Royal Air Force effectually grounded, can the Nazis 
commence the barge transport of heavy tanks and shock 
divisions, and create a line of supply and communications. Not 
until all this is accomplished can Hitler take stock of his 
blitzkrieg as to its success or failure. He, after all, launches 
only the attack. 


The riposte comes from England. And England’s war ministers 
say, “We are ready!” 


When the English failed to capitulate to bombing, Hitler 
switched plans and astounded the universe by attacking 
Russia, with whom he had a nonaggression pact. In his blazing 
mind lay the belief that the Allies would now cease opposition 
to join him in a war against Communism. [August, 1941] 


“HOLY CRUSADE” 


—THE NAZIS MOVE ON 
RUSSIA 


BV WVTHE WILLIAMS 


When Field Marshal Keitel, at the Brenner Pass conference 
between Hitler and Mussolini on June 2, 1941, demanded 
heavy troop concentrations along the Soviet border 


to intimidate Stalin, he merely applied the final touch to a plan 
made by German military leaders long before Hess’s flight to 
Scotland. 


As for Stalin, he by no means wanted war with Germany. He 
distrusted the information conveyed to him from London 
about prospective German demands upon him as listed in the 
secret document that Hess had stolen in Berlin and brought 
along. But he could not ask the Germans about it without 
betraying his nervousness. Instead, he agreed to deliver 
another million tons of oil to Germany. He followed Hitler’s 
lead in recognizing the rebel government in Iraq. He expelled 
the diplomatic representatives of Greece, Norway, and 
Belgium, and even the Yugoslav minister with whom he had 
signed a friendship pact only six weeks before. 


On June 4, two days after the Hitler- Mussolini meeting, the 
Nazi Ambassador at the Kremlin informed Stalin that Hitler 
was favorably disposed toward a personal meeting with him. 
On the same day the rumor spread throughout high Soviet 
circles that a military alliance with Germany was a distinct 
possibility. 


Such was the general atmosphere preceding the Nazi war 
council at Berchtesgaden on June 16. Present at the gathering 
were Hitler, Foreign Minister von Ribbentrop, Marshals 
Gbring, Keitel, von Brauchitsch, Milch, and List, General 
Haider, and Grand Admiral Raeder. As yet neither official 
Berlin nor official Moscow—much less the German and 


Russian peoples—had even an inkling of the impending 
eruption. 


Russian Ambassador Dekanozov had requested an audience 
with Hitler to convey a personal message of consequence from 
Stalin. The German military clique had reason to suspect that 
it would have important bearing on their maturing plans. 
Hence the calling of the war council for that particular date. 
They were going to be on hand for the showdown. 


Hitler read the text of Stalin’s message. The Red dictator 
would be glad to meet the Filhrer. However, to ensure success 
he suggested that their representatives first agree upon an 
agenda of the problems involved. 


Von Ribbentrop then stated that the ar- 


ticles for a military alliance with Russia had already been 
tentatively drawn up. He was interrupted by General Haider, 
who said: “Unless this treaty contains one primary stipulation, 
it will not be worth anything. Four-fifths of the Red Army 
must be stationed in Asiatic Russia as a standing threat to 
British possessions in India. I do not for one moment believe 
that Stalin will agree to this, and neither do you, gentlemen.” 


With that, Haider spread maps on the conference table. He 
explained that they showed in detail the so-called Stalin line of 
defense, also Red air bases and fortifications constructed, 
since the conclusion of the Nazi- Soviet pact, near the Reich’s 
new frontiers. They were based on air photographs taken by 
Lufthansa pilots on commercial flights to points within Russia, 
such as Moscow and Leningrad. The general concluded: 
“Stalin will agree to any concessions except the one I have 
mentioned, so long as they will direct all our military efforts 
against England. As soon as we are unalterably engaged in the 
west and in Africa, he will knife us in the back.” 


Hitler had not seen these maps, and he was profoundly 
interested. As he bent over them, Ribbentrop attempted 
another objection, but Field Marshal Keitel interrupted and 
produced voluminous documents that had been compiled, he 
said, by the Gestapo and the Security Police of the Armed 
Forces. They contained conclusive evidence that Soviet agents 


were stirring up trouble both inside the Reich and in the 
occupied territories. 


For a third time von Ribbentrop tried to be heard and was 
interrupted, this time by Marshal Goring, who read aloud 
figures on Russian warplane production for the past year. 
Goring pointed out that the Soviet Air Force included “utterly 
uncalled-for” numbers of big bombers and relatively few 
fighter planes. This fact, he insisted, proved that it was 
organized for offense rather than defense. Given another 
twelve or fifteen months, the Soviets would have a balanced 
air strength difficult to overcome, especially considering the 
Royal Air Force of Great Britain in the west. 


Von Ribbentrop then exclaimed, “Are you talking war against 
Russia?” 


“We are,” General Haider replied. 


This aroused the Foreign Minister to an outburst. He protested 
that such complete reversal of policy would mean destruction 
of all the fruits of “the FUhrer’s master diplomacy” during the 
past two years. He recited a long list of essential war materials 
delivered to the Reich by Russia during the operation of the 
friendship pact. He told how these deliveries would be 
increased on the basis of the proposed alliance, whereas war 
against Russia would halt all such supplies for a long time. He 
insisted that Germany must have them in order to conquer 
England. 


General Haider said brusquely, “It is no longer a problem of 
economics. The question today is one of victory or ruin. The 
only land force capable of threatening our domination of 
Europe is the Red Army. Even if Stalin agrees to neutralize it 
his military advisers will not allow him to. Only one solution 
remains—the Red Army must be destroyed.” 


Directly addressing Hitler, he went on: “Our troop 
concentrations have been completed. Ninety percent of the 
Luftwaffe has been transferred to eastern bases. We require 
only five more days, and then we are ready to strike. If we 
allow Stalin to drag out negotiations for another month or 
longer, it will be too late for us. We must act now.” 


Hitler asked Field Marshal List for his opinion. List presented 
his timetable for the Russian campaign. Two weeks would be 
required for reducing the new frontier fortifications and 
encircling and annihilating the Russian advanced armies; 
another two weeks for regrouping before the Stalin Line and 
breaking through it at specified points; an additional two 
weeks for gigantic encircling sweeps. Then, within a total of 
eight weeks from the start of the campaign, the Soviet field 
armies would have ceased to exist and the rest would be 
mopping-up operations. List said positively that it could be 
done, and would be. 


It was thus that the die was cast. 


Before the council broke up, Ambassador Franz von Papen, in 
Ankara, was instructed to bring about an immediate signing of 
a Ger- man-Turkish pact. Ribbentrop was instructed to give 
Dekanozov a favorable reply and keep Stalin thinking that a 
program for negotiations was being prepared. Thus was 
Ribbentrop reduced to the virtual status of errand boy for the 
military clique. 


The generals likewise took immediate steps against other 
members of the Nazi hierarchy. Robert Ley was shorn of the 
larger part of his functions as leader of the Labor Front. Goeb- 
bels was told to get in line or walk the plank. All gauleiters 
inside the Reich, as well as High Commissioners of the 
occupied territories, were subordinated to the military 
authorities. Several notorious members of the Nazi Old Guard 
—among them Streicher—disappeared. The military clique 
made a clean sweep. 


Goebbels, of course, instantly began to ingratiate himself with 
the new bosses. He suggested presenting the Russian war to 
the world as a Holy Christian Crusade against godless 
Bolshevism—a new Kulturkampf 


The suggestion was welcomed, especially in view of Hitler’s 
own strangely changed attitude toward the Church. For 
possible light on this, it may be worth while to go back fifteen 
months to a current legend. 


On May 17, 1940, Hitler visited the Belgian town of Malmedy, 
which had been German before World War I. He came to 
welcome it back into the Reich. He was greeted by a multitude 
assembled in the main square. According to the legend, he 
stopped to talk with a little girl of nine or ten, and the child 
took off her ebony crucifix on a silver chain and offered it to 
the Fiihrer. With the eyes of the crowd upon him, Hitler hung 
it around his neck. 


Later that day his armored automobile was speeding through 
Luxembourg toward the front in northern France. Between 
Wiltz and Diekirch it caught up with a motorized supply 
column, and it proceeded along the road shoulder between 
pavement and ditch. At this 


point a lone British bomber appeared overhead and spotted the 
supply column. The pilot swooped down through antiaircraft 
fire. One of his bombs exploded some twenty yards from 
Hitler’s car, which toppled into the ditch. Hitler crawled 
through the window, shaken up but unhurt, and crouched in 
the ditch until the “all safe” signal was given. 


During this performance, so they say, his hand came in contact 
with that ebony crucifix, and he later confided to his 
companions that it had saved his life. He added that evidently 
he was the chosen instrument of the Almighty and that nothing 
could happen to him until his God-given mission was fulfilled. 


Other strange incidents are said to have followed. One was 
related within Klaus- mann’s hearing by a member of Hitler’s 
personal entourage. During his first visit to occupied Paris, 
Hitler went to Les Invalides to visit the tomb of Napoleon. 
After a cursory inspection of the building he sent his retinue 
outside. When he emerged some thirty minutes later, his face 
was pale. 


He confided that night to several of his close friends that, 
while he had been alone beside the sarcophagus, the spirit of 
the Emperor had appeared before him. The spirit admitted, he 
said, that Napoleon’s great mistake had been to antagonize the 
Church. Hitler was counseled to rectify his own mistakes in 
that direction. On the surface this story may sound absurd, but 


in view of the strange constitution of Hitler’s mind it is quite 
conceivable that he does think this happened. 


At any rate, during his entire tour of occupied France he 
showed a surprising interest in religious edifices and 
monuments. He visited Notre Dame and the Madeleine in 
Paris, the cathedrals at Amiens, Chartres, and Strasbourg. On 
returning to Berchtes- gaden, he ordered the building of a 
chapel at the Berghof, which he is known to visit frequently. 
No one has been allowed to enter with him. He also ordered, 
so Klausmann says, the building of two hundred motorized 
chapels—chapels on truck bodies—which 


were sent to regions within the Reich where churches were 
few. 


While the subject is taboo for press and propaganda bureau, it 
is said at Berchtes- gaden, that Hitler has made several 
attempts, through selected titled intermediaries, to better his 
personal relations with the Papacy. When he sent a large 
collection of Church ornaments and accessories to Spain to 
replace those lost during the Civil War, he asked that a 
complete list be communicated to the Vatican. 


So far as is known, the Church of Rome has refrained—as was 
to be expected—from any commitments. However, the new 
military set-up in Germany took quick advantage of this 
change in Hitler. The.German generals know the danger of 
having an avowed enemy in the Church during a long, 
exhausting war. Moreover, when it comes to the eventual final 
showdown between themselves and the Nazi Party politicians, 
they want the religious bodies on their side. Accordingly, they 
have let it be known that revived religious activity is to be 
encouraged. And when Goebbels proposed his new 
propaganda idea in connection with the war on Russia, they 
accepted it. The thesis of a European crusade against godless 
Bolshevism was loudly launched in all Continental countries. 
Volunteer legions were recruited in Italy, Hungary, France, 
Spain, Portugal, Belgium, Croatia, Norway, Denmark, and 
Sweden. In Rome, Mussolini approached the Vatican for an 
official endorsement of the new Crusade, which thus far His 
Holiness has refrained from giving. 


The army meanwhile is in control of all that is German. For 
three years, ever since Hitler dismissed Defense Minister 
General von Blomberg and Commander in Chief General von 
Fritsch, it had patiently bided its time. The army clique then 
had no strong leader, and Hitler’s spectacular diplomatic and 
economic bloodless victories gave the generals no chance. But 
the war changed all this. Since the diplomatic master stroke, 
the Hitler-Stalin pact, Hitler of necessity has depended 
primarily on his generals. 


The real ascendancy of the Army over the Nazi Party started 
with the western campaign. By that time the generals had 
found a real leader. His name has never appeared very 
prominently in print, yet it is he who today actually controls 
the military policy of the Third Reich. 


When the war began, this Colonel General Haider was Chief 
of the German General Staff. He planned and mapped the 
Polish campaign, the campaigns in Norway and in the west, 
the Balkan campaign. He can be rightly called the Ludendorff 
of World War II. He respects Hitler, but has little use for the 
inner circle of the Nazi political hierarchy. Himself a 
freethinker, he considers religion necessary for the masses. He 
has never approved of the antireligious Nazi excesses. 


One of the first things he insisted upon was that the Army be 
exempt from any interference by the Gestapo. Following the 
campaign in the west, he organized the Security Police of the 
Armed Forces, which took over all Gestapo duties affecting 
them. Gradually he enlarged its duties, always claiming 
military necessity but actually looking forward to the day 
when he could tackle the hated Gestapo on even terms. 


Affinity of interests between General Haider and Field 
Marshal Keitel soon became 


apparent. The only Nazi leader, aside from Hitler, whom they 
regarded as an equal was GOring. His falling out with the Nazi 
radicals and the merging of his interests with those of Haider 
and Keitel came gradually. The establishment of their 
triumvirate was not completed until after the flight of Hess, 
which virtually ripped apart the machinery of the Nazi Party. 
Once Hess had decamped, they demanded of Hitler that the 


Gestapo, having proved itself inadequate in a matter of high 
treason, be subordinated to the Security Police of the Armed 
Forces, which took its orders only from the General Staff. 


Simultaneously Hess’s closest friends, Dr. Haushofer and 
Alfred Rosenberg, it was rumored, were arrested, although 
Rosenberg was later reported to have been restored to favor. 
Many faces familiar at the Party headquarters disappeared. 
However, the triumvirs did not want to disrupt war industries 
by a purge. They were rid of Hess, the politician closest to the 
Ftlhrer, and with Himmler under their thumb they were 
content. 


Such was the situation leading up to the fateful Sunday in June 
when the clock struck the zero hour for the march of the 
German Army against Russia. And just so long as the Army 
wins, it rules. 


Now Germany fought a two-front war, armies not only 
engaged in Europe, but in Africa as well. The United States 
would soon be sending troops, planes, materiel. It was military 
madness on a colossal scale, tearing the cloak of invincibility 
from the Ftlhrer. 


Yet the war raged on... . [September, 1942] 


HITLER’S FIVE 
STRATEGIC BLUNDERS 


BV MAJOR GEORGE FIELDING 
ELIOT 


We have had so much talk about the blunders, confusions, and 
delays of our own government and of the governments of our 
allies in this war, as opposed to the perfect coordination and 
matchless efficiency of our enemies, that we are in danger of 
acquiring an inferiority complex. It may do us good to reflect 
on some of the blunders our chief enemy has made—blunders 
that are already irreparable, blunders that have once more 
destroyed the passionate German vision of world domination. 


It is Adolf Hitler who is chiefly responsible for these blunders. 
Some of his subordinates may have contributed to them, but 
his power of final decision fixes on him the responsibility, and 
history will not fail to assign that responsibility correctly. 


Most of these blunders have had their origin in a fundamental 
inability correctly to appraise the strengths of other peoples. 
Hitler and his advisers understand the weaknesses of their 
opponents all too well, but they have never given proper 
weight to the corresponding strengths. This is a mental lapse 
inherent in the German mentality, but in Hitler it is 
exaggerated because of his overweening belief in his own 
powers—a belief which has been blown up to unbelievable 
proportions by the successes he has enjoyed. 


During the period of undeclared war, from 1933 to 1939, 
Hitler came to believe that he could do anything he chose 
without anyone daring to oppose him by violence. There is 
very little doubt that he believed firmly that he could 
dismember Poland without having to go to war with France 
and Great Britain, just as he had already annexed Austria and 


overrun Czechoslovakia without having to go to war. Certainly 
the prompt declarations of war from London and Paris came as 
a great shock to the German people, on the testimony of the 
American correspondents who were there at the time. I do not 
label this, however, as one of Hitler’s major blunders. His first 
great blunder was to come in the following year, after the 
defeat of France. 


FIRST BLUNDER—BRITAIN 


When France capitulated in June, 1940, victorious Germany 
had but one remaining enemy in the field against her—the 
British Commonwealth of Nations. Of this commonwealth, the 
island of Great Britain was the heart. But for the moment it 
was almost an unprotected heart. Save for the British fleet, a 
great part of which was in the Mediterranean, and the Fighter 
Command of the Royal Air Force, Britain was defenseless. 
Her only army had straggled back from Dunkirk decimated 
and disarmed. The Bomber Command was in its infancy. 
There should have been no doubt in any German mind that so 
favorable a moment for attacking Britain would never come 
again. Anyone who knew the British people would know that 
they would waste not a moment in rearming—that every day 
that was allowed to slip by would be a day in which Britain 
would grow stronger, for her industry was as yet untouched, 
her lines of communication to the outer world were not yet 
menaced by any considerable number of German submarines, 
and she could draw upon the strength of the great dominions 
and in some measure upon the United States. 


It was the moment of moments, from Hitler’s point of view, 
for an all-out attack on the island of Great Britain. Such an 
attack would almost certainly have succeeded. It would have 
suffered heavy losses, many thousands of Germans would 
have died on the British beaches and in the waters of the 
Channel and the North Sea, but the German bombers could 
probably have cleared the way for the landing of an army with 
equipment which no amount of British fortitude could have 
withstood barehanded. 


There were risks to be faced, of course —very great risks. But 
Hitler’s object was world conquest, and the risk to that object 


of not striking at Britain’s heart while he had the chance was 
far greater than any risk he might have taken in doing so. Even 
if beaten off in the end, he would still have had his grip on the 
Continent. Britain was in no position to pursue him across the 
Channel, and he would have had the winter before him in 
which to recoup his losses from the magnificent German 
industry and reserves of manpower, then almost untouched. 


But with everything to gain and almost nothing to lose, Hitler 
hesitated—and was himself lost. The British set to their task of 
arming without the loss of an instant. Across the Atlantic from 
America came 750,000 rifles, 30,000 machine guns, 3,000 
pieces of artillery, and millions of rounds of ammunition. 
British factories hummed day and night turning out tanks and 
planes and armored cars. In thirty days the chances of success 
for a German invasion were sensibly diminished. In sixty days 
they were reduced fifty percent at least. 


Adolf Hitler had thrown away the greatest chance that had 
ever come or, in all probability, ever will come for the 
realization of German dreams of domination of the world. 


SECOND BLUNDER—BRITAIN 


In August, 1940, perhaps in bitter realization of the chance he 
had lost, but more likely overpersuaded by GOring and his 
other air 


chiefs, Hitler did begin an assault on Britain—an assault from 
the air. Perhaps it was intended to prepare the way for an 
invasion. Through August, September, and October the raids 
continued. Daylight raids proving too costly, night 
bombardment was resorted to. By the end of October, with the 
nights growing longer, Britain was suffering heavily. Informed 
British opinon now admits that had the raids been kept up only 
a little longer, British defenses might have been so weakened 
and British morale in consequence so undermined that Britain 
might have been willing, not to surrender, of course, but to 
consider a peace offer. The tremendous advantage which such 
a breathing space would have been to Hitler can hardly be 
overemphasized. It would have enabled him to consolidate his 
hold upon the Continent and to prepare for a reckoning with 
Britain under more favorable circumstances at a later day. 


But the magnificent resistance of the Fighter Command of the 
R. A. F. had cost the Luftwaffe dearly. From August to 
October almost 2,500 German aircraft were lost over the 
British Isles. Replacements there were in plenty, but Goring 
lost heart. A greater leader than Hitler would have made light 
of GOring’s fears and gone grimly on to the end. But Hitler 
was not the man for such a decision. He listened, he 
weakened, he yielded—and his second great chance was lost, 
never to come again. 


THIRD BLUNDER—THE BALKANS 


The spring of 1941 found Hitler already hopelessly entrapped 
by the results of his errors of the previous year. On the west he 
was faced by a rapidly recovering Britain and on the east by a 
Russia more and more reluctant to cooperate with him and 
more and more suspicious of his intentions. He wanted 
desperately a period of peace for the consolidation of his gains 
and the restoration of his already deteriorating economic 
situation. But the attainment of this objective seemed as far 
away as ever. 


Moreover, in southern Europe his wretched satellite, 
Mussolini, had gotten himself into trouble by a wholly 
unprovoked attack upon the Greeks, who were threatening to 
defeat Italy singlehanded. Hitler dared not attack Britain in full 
force, but had already come to the conclusion that he would do 
well to return to the principles he had laid down in Mein 
Kampf and seek expansion eastward. There is little doubt that 
by April, 1941, he had made up his mind to attack Russia. 
Given this decision, it was perfectly obvious that the attack 
should be made as early in the year as possible, to give the 
maximum time for gaining a decision before winter set in. 


Hitler, however, became obsessed with the idea of uniting all 
Europe in a sacred crusade against Bolshevism. For this 
purpose he needed the Balkan states. Furthermore, he felt that 
his own prestige was being undermined by the beating his 
Fascist ally was taking from the Greeks, and there were 
already threats of Britain coming to the aid of Greece. 


Hitler permitted himself to be diverted. Lured by the promise 
of easy victory, he turned southward and established himself in 


Rumania and Bulgaria. He began to bring pressure on the 
Yugoslavs while addressing threats to the Greeks. Fortunately 
for him, there was not time for the frantic British and 
American diplomatic efforts to effect a solid military 
combination of Yugoslavia and Greece, to which Turkey might 
possibly have adhered. But British troops entered Greece, and 
Hitler, incensed by this and by the defiance of the Yugoslav 
people, flung his legions into Greece and Yugoslavia. He won 
his easy victory, but he threw away six weeks of good fighting 
weather; six weeks that in the Russian campaign might have 
made all the difference between success and defeat. 


In this matter there can be very little doubt that Hitler was 
completely outgeneraled by Winston Churchill, who appears 
to have foreseen Hitler’s attack upon Russia and took 
tremendous risks, even to the deliberate loss of a campaign, 
besides throwing away the 


fruits of a hard-won victory in Africa, to divert him into the 
Balkans for the time being. Churchill appears to have flaunted 
the little British detachment in Greece very much in the 
manner of a man waving a red flag at a bull, so that Hitler 
came rushing down to expunge, as he loudly proclaimed, 
Britain’s last foothold on the continent of Europe—at the 
expense of victory in Russia. 


FOURTH BLUNDER—RUSSIA 


It is, I think, too lightly assumed that Hitler made his greatest 
blunder in invading Russia. A blunder it certainly was, but 
nothing could possibly exceed in magnitude the blunder of not 
attacking Britain as soon as France had fallen. 


As to Russia, Hitler appears to have miscalculated his position. 
He seems to have been afraid of a Russian attack upon his rear 
if he became locked in a life-and-death struggle with the 
British. Yet he must have known that sooner or later he would 
have to come to such a struggle and that Britain was growing 
in might from day to day. True, his chances of success had 
been much diminished, but it was also true that in Britain, and 
there only, lay his last remaining hope for attaining a decision. 
He seemed unable to rid himself of the obsession that 
somehow, if he gained enough Continental victories, the 


British would make peace with him. Even the reflection that a 
Britain which would not make peace in June, 1940, was 
scarcely likely to make it in June, 1941, did not seem to weigh 
with him. Nor did it seem to occur to him that the Russians 
would never precipitate a war from which they had nothing to 
gain. If they wanted to attack Hitler, they had just passed up a 
magnificent opportunity during his Balkan campaign. 


The Russians then stood on the northeastern slopes of the 
Carpathians, and had they poured thirty or forty divisions 
across the passes down into the Hungarian plain, no power on 
earth could have saved the German armies in Rumania. 
Bulgaria, and Greece. 


Whatever happened later on, the Russians would have begun 
with a tremendous victory and the destruction of a good part of 
Germany’s best troops. If the Russians had been offensively 
minded, they would certainly have seized upon this matchless 
opportunity, but Hitler continued to be obsessed with fear of a 
Russian attack. I think this fear was genuine, although his 
public announcement of it was certainly bolstered up with an 
unusual number of lies. 


As for military considerations, Hitler does not appear to have 
reasoned that the one way to get the Russian soldier to fight 
hardest was to invade the soil of Russia. In so doing, he was 
absolutely certain of uniting the entire Russian nation against 
him in a struggle to the bitter end. By far the best opportunity 
open to Hitler at the close of his Balkan campaign was to go 
ahead and attack Turkey. Had this been done, Syria, Iraq, and 
Iran would have fallen into his lap like ripe apples, and if the 
Russians had interfered, he would have been in a position to 
attack them from two directions at once. 


But once more—and we may thank our stars for it—Hitler 
underestimated his enemy. He smashed head-on across the 
Russian frontier in a wide-spread series of operations which he 
fondly believed would destroy the power of the Red Army ina 
few weeks. So great a hold did this wishful thinking take upon 
him that to this day the German official accounts of the 
campaign continue to insist upon describing “the great battle 
of encirclement and annihilation at Bialystok” in which two 


whole Russian armies are said to have been trapped and 
ground to pieces. Actually no such thing ever took place; it is a 
myth with very little if any relation to the facts. 


Hitler’s invasion of Russia could have been justified only by 
immediate and total success. For him, the sands of time were 
running out. He had known that there was a time limit. He 
knew when he attacked Russia that the United States was 
actively rearming Britain and might become a belligerent 
herself. He 


knew that his carefully hoarded reserves and the loot of 
conquest were being used up and could not be replaced while 
the British sea blockade continued. In the end, he knew that he 
might succumb unless he could break the steel grip of that 
blockade. 


Therefore when he invaded Russia, he must have believed that 
there lay before him a quick and easy conquest and a 
subsequent complete submission of the country to German 
exploitation; so that his attack on Russia ranks not so much as 
a great strategic error—the missing of an opportunity, as in the 
Battle of Britain, or the choice of the wrong alternative, as in 
his invasion of the Balkans—but rather as a gross 
miscalculation of the military power of his enemy. In this 
respect it is probably worthy to rank with the miscalculation of 
the Japanese General Staff in their attack upon China in 1937. 


We may well ask how such a miscalculation was possible. By 
ordinary military reckoning there was nothing to be said for a 
German invasion of Russia on June 22, 1941. I have tried to 
work out an estimate of the situation along conventional 
military lines, and the answer is very definitely No. It is 
simply impossible to suppose that the German staff was 
deceived as to the fighting qualities of the Red Army or as to 
its numbers, equipment, or leadership. It follows, therefore, 
that there must have been an unknown factor in the 
calculations which led Hitler to decide to invade Russia. We 
may assume that upon purely military grounds he was advised 
against it. Upon what unknown factor did he pin his faith? 
Some have conjectured that he counted on the activities of a 
tremendous fifth column in Russia, and that this failed him 


either because the Russians put the fifth column out of 
business, or because he was deliberately double-crossed by 
persons in Russia who took his gold as the Greeks took Italian 
gold and remained faithful to their salt. 


A more romantic explanation is that Hitler had been led to 
believe that the British would join him in an attack on Russia. 
This story 


runs that Rudolf Hess was sent to England to propose to 
Churchill that Britain should make common cause with 
Germany “in order to end the menace of Communism.” The 
story goes on that Hess delivered his message to Churchill, 
that Churchill pretended to agree and gave Hess facilities for 
advising Hitler to this effect—and that Churchill then sent 
Moscow warning of what was coming. It is, of course, 
impossible to vouch for the truth of this story, but if true it 
would certainly supply the missing factor in the German 
calculation. 


FIFTH BLUNDER—MOSCOW 


By the middle of November, 1941, it was perfectly plain that 
the Germans had shot their bolt for that year and were not 
going to be able to take Moscow or to destroy any large 
portion of the Russian Army yet remaining in the field. Almost 
all observers of military affairs in other countries supposed 
that the Germans would dig in and prepare for a long winter 
defensive. If they had done so, they could plausibly have 
pointed to their great advances and claimed that they had 
waged a successful campaign. They could have devoted their 
energies to getting forward winter supplies for their troops and 
to the improvement of their defensive zones. 


Instead of doing so, they renewed their assaults on Moscow 
under almost hopeless conditions. They suffered many 
thousands of needless casualties and the loss of enormous 
amounts of equipment. Worse than this, the morale of the 
German Army, the confidence of the German people in their 
army and its leadership, and the prestige of Germany in other 
parts of the world all suffered terrific blows. There seems no 
doubt whatever that this senseless operation was undertaken at 
the direct order of Hitler himself and over the furious protests 


of Field Marshal Fedor von Bock, the officer in charge of 
carrying it out. 


An ingenious explanation of this piece of 


murderous stupidity is that Hitler wanted to get the Japanese 
into the war and did not believe they would come in unless he 
kept on battering at the gates of Moscow. In support of this 
theory is put forward the fact that the attacks on Moscow 
ceased on December 8, the day after Pearl Harbor. But it is 
obvious that the Japanese had been planning their attack on 
Great Britain and the United States long before it actually took 
place. The military party in Japan was under extreme pressure 
—it had the choice of plunging Japan into war or finding itself 
replaced by men of more moderate tendencies. There is indeed 
nothing whatever to show that Japan acted on German advice 
or for any other reason than Japanese interests as the Japanese 
leaders at the moment saw those interests. To which may be 
added that these leaders were shrewd military men, perfectly 
well able to assess at its true worth the desperate German 
assault on Moscow. 


There seems no question that all these German lives were 
thrown away and all these ill effects suffered because Hitler 
could not bear to admit that he had been thwarted. On October 
2 he issued a grandiloquent statement that Russian armed 
power was beaten to earth, never to rise again. He could not 
admit that he had been wrong, and so he sent thousands of 
young Germans to their death in a fight that was lost before it 
was begun. This was not his greatest blunder, but it may have 
been the one that will be remembered longest in Germany. 


These are some of Hitler’s blunders which we can see now, 
even though we may not yet be able to weigh them fully and 
accurately. There can be little doubt that when the war is over 
others will be disclosed. But at any rate we can realize now 
that we are fighting no superman, no infallible genius, but a 
megalomaniac whose lust for power and whose frantic belief 
in his star far exceed his abilities as a strategist or a statesman. 


Hitler had given little thought to rockets, jet planes, or atom 
bombs, though German scientists clamored for his attention. 


Now he regretted this indifference. He needed a miracle 
weapon, and only a few rockets were ready. [August, 1944] 


THE NAZIS 9 SECRET 
WEAPONS 


BV WILLIAM VAN NARVIG 


Ever since the outbreak of the war Adolf Hitler has threatened 
destruction of his enemies by means of “secret weapons.” 
There were veiled references to such instruments of 
destruction in every one of his speeches during the heyday of 
his war oratory, especially when he addressed himself to 
England. Eventually even the German General Staff, perhaps 
the most reticent body in the world on the subject of military 
secrets, was made to join the chorus of intimidation. In 
November, 1943, a General Staff spokesman declared that 
science has reached a point where “half the world can be 
blown to smithereens.” 


As the war years passed without an unveiling of the dreaded 
secret weapons, in spite of grave German reverses, public 
opinion in Allied countries came to look upon this talk as just 
so much propaganda designed to gain by Nazi bluff what 
could no longer be achieved by force of arms. 


Allied military circles took a different attitude. It was their 
responsibility to win the war. Anything even remotely likely to 
interfere with this aim had to be dealt with. So it became one 
of the principal tasks of the Allied intelligence services to 
track down every rumor about a secret weapon. Whenever 
such a rumor was substantiated, immediate steps were taken 
either to counteract these new weapons or to deal crushing 
blows to the sources essential to their mass production and 
usefulness. 


Air reconnaissance has been of prime importance in tracking 
down these rumors, many of which are planted by the Nazis 
themselves for propaganda or camouflage purposes. Allied air 
reconnaissance definitely 


established that the Luftwaffe had a considerable number of 
jet-propelled planes many months before these were sent into 
action. It also verifies the location of production centers, 
frequently hidden, where espionage reports the manufacture or 
assembly of new, unconventional weapons. 


Even in a rigidly controlled police state like the German 
Reich, secrecy surrounding the manufacture of new types of 
weapons can be maintained effectively only during the 
inventive and experimental processes. As soon as the new 
weapon is put into mass production, its existence ceases to be 
a secret. 


The intelligence services of the Allies have managed to keep a 
small but effectively functioning espionage system in 
Germany. Competent Allied military observers are stationed in 
nearby neutral countries such as Switzerland and Sweden. 
Almost half of the Reich’s munitions workers today are 
imported foreigners and many of them can be induced to talk 
under certain conditions. 


Moreover, the new weapons aren’t kept within the confines of 
the Reich itself. They are primarily intended for use on the 
various battlefronts on foreign soil. Thus the weapons go to 
huge storage depots in the occupied countries for use at the 
proper moment. And the underground sees to it that the Allied 
staffs get at least a partial low- down. 


German scientists are guided by two principal considerations 
in their quest for new weapons. After Stalingrad, the German 
General Staff recognized that the waging of offensive war was 
beyond Germany’s means; so its primary efforts have been 
directed toward creating a core of German resistance 


strong enough to withstand assaults from without. It demanded 
of German science the creation of new defensive weapons— 
weapons that would tend to discourage enemy attacks on what 
the General Staff hoped to preserve as a German bastion of 
cumulative strength. 


The second consideration is the conservation of German 
manpower. The misdirected war on Russia cut deeply into the 
Nazis’ human resources, so the General Staff demanded the 


invention of new weapons suitable for the conduct of a robot 
type of war. 


In their endeavor to develop weapons that would discourage 
enemy assaults, especially from the sea where Germany is 
weakest, the Germans engaged in a hunt for new powerful 
explosives. Here the occupation of Norway paid dividends. 


Before the war Norway had several specialized 
electrochemical plants, the most important at Rjukan. These 
plants were devoted to the production, on a small scale, of 
heavy hydrogen water which, added to other chemicals, holds 
the secret of radically new developments in the industrial and 
medical spheres. Heavy hydrogen water can also be made to 
serve direct war purposes. As part of a secret chemical 
formula, it provides a new explosive of a powerfully 
destructive force. 


As soon as the Nazis occupied Norway they extended the 
Rjukan plant to many times its peacetime capacity and 
proceeded with the construction of other such plants. Allied 
authorities were kept informed of these developments through 
the Norwegian underground, and in March, 1943, a raiding 
party of Norwegian patriots, trained in England, parachuted 
into the region of Rjukan. A few days later a large part of the 
Rjukan plant blew up and the Nazi war effort received a 
considerable setback. 


In their effort to conserve their dwindling supply of natural 
and synthetic gasoline, the Nazis adapted the jet-propulsion 
principle to certain types of fighter planes. The first intimation 
that Germany was building jet- 


propulsion planes in considerable numbers was obtained by 
Allied air reconnaissance. The exhaust vents of jet-propelled 
planes leave a pair of distinguishing black smudges on the 
runways. No way has yet been found to remove these 
revealing smudges in short order. 


Allied intelligence sources ferreted out the locations of Nazi 
factories engaged in the construction and assembly of jet- 
propulsion planes, and during the third week in February a 
strong U.S. bomber force pounded the vicinity of 


Oschersleben intensively. Likewise, during the second week of 
April, U.S. bombers flew as far as East Prussia and dropped a 
heavy bomb load on a concentrated target in the vicinity of 
Marien- burg. While the airplane factories were largely of 
underground construction and expertly camouflaged, Allied 
observers returned with aerial photographs showing 
considerable destruction. Thus kinks were put into another of 
Hitler’s secret weapons. 


The Nazis have made considerable progress in the 
development of robot planes, armored vehicles, and missiles, 
but this progress has come rather late. The radio-guided glider 
bomb was the first such device effectively employed. Built 
like a small plane, the glider bomb is released from a mother 
plane circling at great height and is guided to its objective by 
an operator in the mother plane. Early in the Italian campaign 
a raid by Nazi air squadrons equipped with these glider bombs 
caused untold damage to Allied shipping in the harbor of Bari. 
Likewise, glider bombs sank the Italian battleship Roma while 
on her way to surrender to the Allies. 


However, operation by remote radio control is unreliable. 
Once the opposing forces know its workings, they can employ 
counteractive radio beams to interfere with it. A glider bomb 
can be made to “buck up” and change its course away from 
the intended target. Thus the Allies hold the answer to this one 
in Hitler’s arsenal of secret weapons. 


The remote-controlled tank loaded with explosives, which our 
soldiers have nicknamed 


the “doodlebug,” tended to inspire fear when it was first used 
by the Nazis in Italy. But it did not take long to find an 
effective countermeasure, and the doodlebugs were exploded 
harmlessly. During the Normandy invasion our engineers 
found ways to round up scores of doodlebugs without 
bothering to blow them up. 


The Nazis also are known to have experimented with a 
dislocator—a machine originally brought into the field as a 
prospective defense weapon against aircraft. Operating on the 
principle of wireless power transmission, it was to disable a 
flying plane by inductive action on its electric parts. But this 


action, unless improvements have been introduced recently, 
stops at 12,000 feet and is impracticable against high-flying 
bombers. 


According to a newspaper report at the time of the Normandy 
invasion, the electrical system of one of our destroyers was 
rendered useless by an alien influence and, as a consequence, 
the destroyer was sunk by enemy action. It is possible that a 
dislocator was used. If so, it must have been stationed along 
the portion of beach immediately occupied by our forces 
because no further developments along these lines were 
reported. In that event the workings of the dislocator, and how 
to counteract them, are no longer a secret to our side. 


The secret weapon on which the Germans have been led to 
build their fondest hopes is the Wunderwaffe (wonder 
weapon), or Wuwa. This pilotless plane, or flying bomb, 
according to the Nazi view, would cause such destruction and 
fright that the Allies would settle for a compromise peace. It 
was put into use in June, and in July, Prime Minister Churchill 
acknowledged the seriousness of the robot-bomb threat in his 
first announcement of casualties. But the Allies already were 
meeting it with various countermeasures; were subjecting the 
launching installations in France to terrific bombing, and were 
destroying many of the robot bombs in the air by antiaircraft 
and fight-plane fire. 


The inside story of the Wuwa starts in 1940. When Gbring’s 
Luftwaffe failed to prostrate England, Hitler summoned Erich 
Mueller, called by some the Todesengel (Angel of Death), and 
commanded him to devise a weapon that would compel the 
“gott- verdammten Englander” to pay heed to the Filhrer’s 
wishes. 


Mueller, whose name does not appear in reference books and 
who is known to very few Germans, was appointed 
Betriebsfiihrer of the Krupp works by Hitler late in 1934, 
shortly after the blood purge. He is described as a short, 
heavy-set man with sparse dark- blond hair and a high-striking 
forehead. He made it a point never to appear at public 
gatherings and dealt directly with the late Major General Fritz 
Todt (making the sobriquet, Todesengel —“‘Angel of Death” 


—doubly appropriate), and later with Todt’s successor, Dr. 
Alfred Speer, Reich Minister of Armaments and Munitions. 


Mueller and a number of associates busied themselves in a 
bomb-proof subterranean workshop at Krupp’s in Essen, and 
for many months there were only vague rumors of their 
activities. 


The first practical application of the Wuwa came on the 
Russian front. Beginning in the early summer of 1943, 
besieged Leningrad was subjected to intermittent 
bombardment with a new type of missile which caused great 
damage in the former capital of the Czars. At the time, the new 
missile was described as consisting of a triple-chambered 
rocket with stabilizing fins or wings. It carried a 400- kilogram 
explosive charge of “uraniated” liquid air (implying the use of 
heavy hydrogen water) and a 300-kilogram charge of 
propelling fluid consisting of C 2 0 2 and picric acid. The third 
chamber contained a radioactive salt in fusion with a mercury 
detonator. The initial propelling velocity of the Wuwa is 
sufficient to throw the missile some three to four miles; then 
the auto- propulsive charge takes effect. Later, the Nazis 
started producing Wuwa missiles of varying size and velocity. 


Hitler came soon to regret his experimental use of the Wuwa 
against Leningrad. The highly effective Russian espionage 
system ferreted out the secret of Erich Mueller’s laboratories 
now in the Baltic islands of Usedom and Peenemtlnde and 
advised the Western Allies. In August, 1943, Peenemtlnde and 
Usedom were hit by a devastating Allied air raid that caught 
the Nazi defenses completely off guard. It was known that 
Mueller’s elaborate testing grounds had suffered great damage. 
An unconfirmed report had it that Mueller himself was killed 
during the raid. At that time, however, the Wuwa and its 
winged missiles were already in mass production in new 
subterranean factories in many parts of the Reich. 


The pay-off came a few months later. Largely to forestall any 
further devastation of Leningrad from Wuwa bombardment, 
the Russians launched their highly successful northern 
offensive which threw the Nazis back into Estonia. In the 
course of this action the Russians came upon partly destroyed 


Wuwa installations, and the cat was out of the bag. So enraged 
was Hitler over this development that he immediately relieved 
Field Marshal von Kilchler, commander- in-chief of the 
northern group of armies, of his command. 


It did not take the Allied staffs long to figure out that the 
Wuwa was intended primarily for use against England. For 
some time Allied air reconnaissance had observed vastly 
increased German building activity along the Flanders coast, 
and now it was obvious that the Nazis were busy erecting 
bombproof subterranean Wuwa installations throughout the 
area. For weeks the so-called “rocket coast” was subject to all- 
out Allied air bombardment. Otherwise, the Wuwa 
bombardment of southern England which the Nazis finally 
launched during the third week of June might have been much 
more devastating. It might even have played havoc with the 
Allied invasion fleet. 


Thanks to information from Russia, the Western Allies also 
knew what strategic materials are essential for Wuwa mass 
production. In the second week of March strong U.S. bomber 
formations subjected the Eckener ball-bearing works near 
Berlin to a smashing daylight precision assault. Diplomatic 
pressure was brought to bear on Sweden to stop the export of 
ball bearings to Germany. Factories in Gotha known to 
produce gyroscopes for Wuwa missiles were bombed 
intensively. Pressure was exerted on Spain and Portugal to cut 
Germany’s principal supply of wolfram. 


There is evidence that the Nazis are seeking to apply remote 
radio control to the Wuwa. On May 15 a German projectile 
closely resembling the Wuwa crashed in southern Sweden. 
Apparently it had strayed out of control of its guiding radio 
beam. It carried two spherical mines filled with concrete— 
evidence that the missile was engaged in an experimental 
flight. There are reports that the Nazis are adapting the Wuwa 
principle to their U-boat warfare. The missile landed in 
Sweden may be a clue in this direction. 


Unquestionably the Allies are leaving no stone unturned to 
defeat this latest of Hitler’s secret weapons. 


It is safe to assume that the Wuwa is not the final Nazi word in 
this field. Hitler has hundreds of Erich Muellers devising new 
methods of destruction. The law of averages will make some 
of them succeed. There will be other attempts to make us 
accept the compromise peace for which the Germans are still 
fighting. 


But it need not dismay us beyond bounds. Our side has known 
how to deal with the successive secret weapons which Hitler 
has launched. It will know how to do it again. Germany’s 
scientific brains may delay the final reckoning, but they will 
not be able to avert it. 


Hitler’s success had depended on swift conquest, his own 
invention known as “blitzkrieg.” Now, for the first time, his 
armies fought only to hold their gains. [September, 1943] 


GERMANY’S STRATEGY 
OF DEFEAT 


BV WILLIAM VAN NARVIG 


“In order TO administer a crushing defeat on the invading 
enemy, military strategy may deem it advisable to inveigle 
enemy forces to some depth into territory now held by our 
forces. All such areas must be treated as enemy territory 
before they are cleared. The main purpose of such stratagems 
will be to lure the enemy forces into a manmade desert where 
they will find no means of comfort or support. ...” 


This reads like a paragraph on Russia’s scorched-earth policy. 
Yet it is nothing of the sort. It is an excerpt from a German 
Army order, Heeresbefehl No. 78, issued late in May, 1943, by 
Field Marshal Karl Gerd von Rundstedt, commander-in-chief 
of Germany’s “Western Defensive Front,” extending through 
the whole of France and the Low Countries. 


All the propagandistic twists of its language notwithstanding, 
this army order plainly reveals the views of the realistic 
German military command on the new trend of the European 
phase of this global war. It sounds the death knell to Hitler’s 
strategy of conquest and marks the introduction of a German 
strategy of defeat. 


It is interesting to trace how this transition came about. The 
diplomatic cornerstone of Hitler’s strategy of conquest was his 
alliance with Japan. The primary objectives of this alliance 
were the destruction of the British Empire, the division of the 
Old World between Germany and Japan and, eventually, the 
subjugation of American interests to those of the two arch- 
aggressors. German and Japanese military leaders planned a 
gigantic pincers movement which would culminate in a 
junction of German and Japanese armies at the Indus River on 
the Indian continent. 


That this strategy of conquest came to an inglorious end was 
due to a number of factors. One was the keen discernment of 
the enemy’s strategic aims by the leaders of Great Britain and 
the United States and the consequent emphasis they gave to 
the building up of Allied strength in India and the Middle East. 
Another is found in the unshakably neutral attitude of Turkey, 
which interposed itself as a guardian wedge between Hitler’s 
Reich and the Empire of the Rising Sun. A third was the 
Allied strategy in Africa that blocked the onrush of Field 
Marshal Rommel’s Afrika Korps at the most critical moment 
and then went on to expel the Nazi- Fascist combine from the 
shores of the Dark Continent. 


But the primary factor was the staunch resistance of Russia. It 
completely upset the strategic calculations of both Germany 
and Japan. As late as October, 1942, Adolf Hitler, his armies 
poised on the Volga and deep in the Caucasus, was still 
supremely confident that this year would witness a triumphal 
breakthrough to the Persian Gulf. Then came the disaster of 
Stalingrad, the greatest defeat of German arms since the Battle 
of Jena in 1806. Its immediate political consequence was the 
Wehrmacht’s complete loss of face in the eyes of Japanese 
militarists, causing an irreparable break in the Axis structure. 
As such, it was the beginning of the end. 


Actually, Stalingrad sealed the failure of the German-Japanese 
alliance. The portents of coming events were discernible much 
earlier. Twice since Pearl Harbor, Hitler had attempted to 
influence Japanese grand strategy. On both occasions he was 
rebuffed. In December, 1941, General Eugen Ott, at the 


time Reich Ambassador in Tokyo, urged an immediate 
Japanese invasion of the Hawaiian Islands. He based his 
recommendation on a report by American agents of the 
German international espionage organization, headed by 
Admiral Canaris, claiming that the Pearl Harbor debacle had 
left the island group virtually denuded of effective defenses. 


However, the Japs were unwilling, or unable at the time, to 
comply with the German request. When they came around to 
the invasion attempt some months later, their forces suffered 
the disastrous defeat of Midway. Hitler never forgave the 


Japanese for what he called “a case of incredible strategic 
bungling.” 


The second German attempt to dominate Jap strategy occurred 
in the late spring of 1942, when General Ott was instructed to 
suggest to the Imperial Army Staff that simultaneous action 
from east and west would knock Russia completely out of the 
war and remove one of the principal obstacles to an eventual 
junction of the Axis partners in the Middle East. 


Tokyo regarded the proposal favorably. The widely scattered 
ground and air forces of Japan were regrouped for such an 
operation. Then something happened. Just as a Japanese 
invasion of Siberia and the maritime provinces seemed 
imminent, the Jap war lords underwent a change of mind. 
Berlin today is convinced that they were motivated by the 
typically Oriental reasoning that a mutual bloodletting of 
Germany and Russia would work out to Japan’s advantage. 
Whatever the motives, the result was Stalingrad. 


The fiasco of coordinated German- Japanese strategy was well 
under way when Hitler made another attempt to prop the 
tottering Axis structure. With Wehrmacht prestige on a sharp 
downgrade, a military man was no longer the proper Reich 
representative in Tokyo. General Ott was recalled and 
Heinrich Stahmer, close friend of the Filhrer, was appointed in 
his place. 


Originally a professor of Far Eastern 


economics, Stahmer was intimately familiar with the resources 
of the Orient. He spoke Chinese and Japanese fluently. He was 
persistent, yet at the same time endowed with a pleasant soft- 
spoken persuasiveness—an attribute rarely found in German 
diplomats. All of which made him the ideal man to deal with 
Hitler’s wily Asiatic partner. 


In the light of Stahmer’s avowed purpose, and considering his 
unquestioned fitness for the Tokyo post, his recent report to 
the Reich Ministry for Foreign Affairs is a real eye- opener. At 
the conclusion of the voluminous document, Hitler’s special 
envoy had this to say: 


“To consolidate and maintain her new Asiatic-Oceanic empire 
Japan is prepared to sacrifice any number of Asiatic lives. She 
is equally determined not to sacrifice a single life for interests 
that are alien to her own long-range purposes. In her pursuit of 
these purposes Japan is willing to pay for German help in 
much the same way as she would be willing to pay for 
American or British help, should circumstances favor a driving 
of bargains with these nations at the expense of Germany. In 
all her dealings with Japan, Germany will be well advised to 
take this acute Japanese realism into account. Germany can 
expect no favors from Japan unless such favors involve a 
direct or indirect means toward the prosecution of Japan’s 
long-range plans.” 


This strictly realistic appraisal of the situation by one of the 
Filhrer’s intimates proves conclusively that the cornerstone of 
Hitler’s strategy of conquest has been knocked away and the 
structure can no longer be supported. The Ftlhrer’s boldly 
conceived German-Japanese alliance turned out a complete 
failure. 


This failure is but one of numerous causes that led to the 
adoption of Germany’s current strategy of defeat. The 
fundamental cause, according to a view recently expressed by 
Grand Admiral Erich Raeder, now chief of the new 
Kuestenverteidigungsdienst (coast defense service), lies in the 
continental 


psychology imposed by the Nazis on the German military 
mind. A strategy of conquest that invited the determined 
opposition of the world’s two leading naval powers demanded 
the establishment of a naval counterbalance by the conquering 
combine. But the naval constellation of the world presented no 
means of accomplishing any such counterbalance. It was a 
situation that compelled the Nazi war lords to plot their 
strategy of conquest along circumferential and frequently 
tortuous overland routes. 


In theory, the Nazis figured on the checkmating of enemy 
naval power with air power. However, the development of the 
Luftwaffe from the very outset was dominated by such minds 
as Gbring, Milch, Udet, Kesselring, Sperrie, Keller, 


Bodenschatz, and von Richthofen. Among them was not one 
expert in naval aviation. Their guiding philosophy in building 
up the Luftwaffe was its employment as a powerful adjunct to 
land power. 


Throughout the early phases of this conflict there were 
repeated opportunities when the entry of a half-dozen aircraft 
carriers at a pivotal point would have forced a quick decision. 
No one in Naziland had thought of building these carriers. The 
Kuesten- seeflugkommando (coastal air command), whose 
long-range patrol bombers at one time played havoc with 
Allied overseas communications in conjunction with the U- 
boat fleet, was always treated as a stepchild. At no time during 
the conflict was it able to engage in decisive operations of its 
own, Nazi propaganda claims to the contrary notwithstanding. 


As an adjunct to land power, the Luftwaffe, of course, has 
proven itself a deadly weapon. But one factor commonly 
disregarded is the actual extent of punishment that the 
Luftwaffe had to absorb while serving as an instrument of 
conquest. 


Statistics obtained from German archives throw all previous 
estimates of Luftwaffe losses into a cocked hat. It is a fact that 
from 


the beginning of the war until the start of operations in Tunisia 
the Luftwaffe has lost a grand total of more than 33,000 
combat planes of all categories. It is likewise a fact that during 
the same period the Luftwaffe has lost in excess of 73,000 
experienced pilots and other flying personnel, not counting the 
wounded who returned to service. Such is the staggering price 
that the Luftwaffe paid for the conquest of a continent. 


With the German military mind dominated by a continental 
psychology, it was only logical that Hitler’s strategy of 
conquest should rely on the ground forces, commonly called 
the Wehrmacht. This is the reason why the German Army, on 
the whole, has held up remarkably well, all considered. We 
have had an endless variety of reports, mostly from Russian 
sources, claiming all sorts of German combat casualties. Some 
gave the fantastic figure of 10,000,000 Germans killed, 
completely ignoring the fundamental fact that an army that had 


suffered such tremendous losses would have long ago ceased 
to exist. 


Recently obtained statistics from German archives disclose the 
manpower loss of the German Army—in killed, missing, and 
permanently incapacitated—at somewhat in excess of 
2,100,000, including the final campaign in Tunisia but not 
subsequent operations along the Russian front. In addition, 
there were more than 3,400,000 wounded, but a number of 
these must be discounted inasmuch as they ultimately returned 
to active service. These are German Army losses exclusively; 
they do not include Italian losses or those of other Axis 
countries. 


At that, the loss is a staggering one, especially since it 
involved the cream of the Wehrmacht. A ranking German 
general admitted that fully sixty percent of the young soldiers 
who participated in the campaigns of 1940 have perished or 
otherwise been put out of action. It is this particular factor that 
must enter any analysis of current German strength. It is 
likewise this factor, combined with several others, which 
brought about the collapse of Hitler’s strategy of conquest and 


the adoption of the present German strategy of defeat. 


Hitler’s strategy of conquest envisaged his tapping the rich 
resources of the Caucasus, the Volga basin and the Middle 
East. His military failure put an end to this dream and the 
Nazis found themselves restricted to the resources of the 
Ukraine—the only portion of their territorial gains capable of 
yielding appreciable benefits. 


Thus far the Ukrainian yield has been disappointing. Lengthy 
statistics are wearisome and I shall confine myself to simple 
percentage figures. Placing the normal productive capacity of 
the Ukraine at one hundred percent, the Nazis expected to 
extract thirty-five percent in 1942; they managed to obtain a 
meager fifteen percent. They counted on a seventy-percent 
yield in 1943, but Reich Commissar Koch’s estimate, 
submitted in May, promises only thirty percent. 


Russia’s reborn armies, pounding at the Ukraine’s gates, may 
break through and take possession of this potential Nazi larder 


before it has commenced to really produce. The protective 
military cordon has an average width of 100 miles, and such 
fortifications have been overcome before. 


Hitler finds himself the originator of a vicious circle from 
which there is no escape. He has poured a tremendous 
investment into the Ukraine. The fact that much of it was 
robbed from other countries makes little difference. To hold no 
more than his own in a grim war of attrition running into 
years, he simply must have the food of the Ukraine. To retain 
this larder he is compelled to maintain a vast armed force for 
the Ukraine’s protection. Yet this very force is continuously 
drawing on the manpower resources that he sorely needs for 
the Ukraine’s economic development. 


Also the constantly swelling armed forces demand the 
production of tremendous amounts of equipment for their 
maintenance. Allied bombings have made certain inroads on 
the German manufacturing plant. As yet 


these inroads are not decisive, as the Nazis have managed to 
transfer a considerable part of their factories to the relatively 
secure east. The Nazi arsenal today is largely located in 
Saxony, Silesia, and the Protectorate. But as Allied air bases 
are established in Italy these important targets will come 
within effective bombing range. 


Admittedly, Germany is still doing fairly well in the 
production of arms and munitions. But this very fact, coupled 
with vastly increased demands on food distribution and the 
wholesale evacuation of bombed areas, confronts her with 
another gigantic problem—that of transportation. 


For the movement of bulk goods Germany has always 
depended on a vast river-and- canal system. The Nazis have 
greatly expanded these water transport facilities. But along in 
December, sometimes earlier, many rivers and canals freeze 
up, especially the immensely important arteries from west to 
east. It is then that the entire transportation burden is thrust 
upon the railroads, and the wail of Germany’s railways for 
relief is rising to high heaven. 


German rails were built to specifications based on a certain 
amount of train movement. The requirements of war transport 
have in many cases tripled and quadrupled this movement. 
The simple effect of friction between wheels and rails has 
created a repair problem with which Hitler’s Wehrwirtschaft 
was not prepared to cope. For three long war years rails 
occupied an inconspicuous place on a long list of steel 
priorities. They were treated as a stepchild that grew up into a 
monster. This spring, after a terrific winter strain on a greatly 
weakened railway system, some 22,000 miles of track, or one- 
eighth of the Reich’s total track mileage, demanded immediate 
reconditioning. 


But track deterioration, serious as it is, represents only part of 
the difficulty. The really big problem is locomotives. At the 
outbreak of war Germany controlled 182,000 miles of 
trackage, and to serve it she had 65,400 locomotives, or one 
for about each 


three miles of track. She took over 21,000 miles of Russian 
railway track, but only 2,260 serviceable locomotives. Even 
these were of a wide-gauge type and their conversion to 
standard gauge required fourteen months. In the meantime 
German locomotives had to do all the hauling in Russia. 


A similar picture prevailed in other occupied countries. The 
present strategic situation of the German armies, stretching as 
it does over an entire continent, demands that all strategically 
vital lines be kept in operation. Yet at the outset of this year 
there was only one locomotive for each six miles of track 
throughout German-held territory, or one half the number of 
locomotives available in 1939, as against a more than doubled 
freight load. 


The German backlog of locomotives awaiting repairs speaks 
for itself. In September, 1942, it was 3,200, but in May of this 
year it reached an all-time high of 6,200. And with another 
desperate winter in the offing, little in the way of real relief is 
in sight. 


In short, every important phase of the Nazi economic front is 
in the process of deterioration. The only relatively bright spot 


in the picture is the food situation, and this one is largely 
dependent on the dubious case of the Ukraine. 


Hitler failed in his alliance with Japan. He failed in the air and 
on the ground. And, lastly, he failed at home. Successively, 
each of these failures begot the next. Together, they dictated 
Germany’s present strategy of defeat which found its 
expression in the Fortress Europe. 


One most curious aspect of the Fortress Europe is that there 
are hardly two ranking German generals who will agree on 
what it actually encompasses. There was a time when Tunisia 
was included in the conception of Fortress Europe. Next, it 
was understood to include all of the continent and pertaining 
islands, but already—some time before the Allied invasion of 
Sicily—the geographical definition was modified. Nazi leaders 
began 


to differentiate between the Fortress Europe itself and its 
approaches. Included among the latter were not only all the 
Mediterranean islands but even Italy and Greece. 


Clearly, the Nazis are attuning their propaganda line to the 
scope of things to come. Should the invading Allies take 
possession of certain parts of the European mainland, Berlin 
will simply reclassify such parts as not belonging to Fortress 
Europe. In this respect there scarcely is room for doubt as to 
the elasticity of the Nazi mind. 


Perhaps the best obtainable definition of Fortress Europe is the 
one given by Colonel General Alfred Jodi when, one day in 
March, following the Stalingrad disaster, he drew a series of 
lines on a map and said, “Unless we hold along these we are 
lost.” 


The line drawn by Jodi starts at the North Cape, follows the 
coast of Norway to Stavanger, then jumps across the North 
Sea to the English Channel and proceeds along the Atlantic 
coast of France to the Pyrenees. It starts again at the Gulf of 
Lions, follows the Mediterranean coast to Genoa, cuts the base 
of the Italian boot to the Po delta, and goes down the Adriatic 
coast to Albania. From here it leaps to the area of Salonika, 
then runs with the Bulgarian border to the Black Sea. Cutting 


across this sea it encompasses the Crimea and hits the shore of 
the Sea of Azov in the vicinity of Melitopol. It continues 
straight north to the Dnieper bend, follows the course of this 
river to its source, then goes due north to Lake Pipus and the 
Gulf of Finland. 


For the protection of their own coast the Germans have 
planted a gigantic mine field across the southeast corner of the 
North Sea, all the way from Texel Island to the Jam- merbucht. 
The strength of the coastal forts in Jutland is doubtful; some 
are still under construction. For the present, the German 
command relies principally on a mobile reserve of six 
divisions stationed in Jutland and Schleswig-Holstein. 
Heligoland Island may be considered a counterpart of Malta. 
The 


West Frisian islands are strongly fortified and garrisoned by 
fortress troops and marines. 


The beaches of Holland, from Den Helder to Hook of Holland, 
bristle with pillboxes, pak (contraction for 
Panzerabwehrkanone, meaning antitank gun) positions, and 
tank traps. The islands in the Rhine-Scheldt delta are a maze 
of mine fields and interlocking artillery nests. Yet it is 
symptomatic of the Nazi mind when compelled to resort to a 
strategy of defeat that during the past six months the 
Organisation Todt has been hard at work on the West Wall 
fortifications, extending them deep into Dutch territory. 


The Atlantic Wall runs from the vicinity of Zeebrugge all the 
way down the French coast to the Bay of Biscay. Beyond any 
question these coastal fortifications are of the strongest type. 
They are safeguarded, in addition, by a triple chain of 
pillboxes across the base of the Breton peninsula, from the 
Bay of St. Michel to the Loire estuary. It is wrong to assume 
however that the coast is fortified along its entire length, 
which would be an impossible task. The Nazis have simply 
constructed a series of strong points in locations most suitable 
for landings. In between stretch miles of coastline without a 
single gun. To counteract landings at such points the Nazis 
have set up in the rear a series of hedgehog fortresses after the 


Russian model. The principal hedgehogs are Ghent, Lille, 
Arras, Amiens, Rouen, Caen, and Rennes. 


Again in this case the fear psychology born of a strategy of 
defeat has asserted itself. Far behind these fortifications the 
Organisation Todt is busy reconstructing the forts of the 
Maginot Line whose guns were removed in 1940-41 to man 
the defenses of the Atlantic Wall. Moreover, the German 
command has garrisoned a strategic reserve of sixteen 
divisions in these forts. 


The defenses of the French Mediterranean coast are still 
sketchy. Marseilles, whose population was largely evacuated, 
is being converted into a strong defense bastion and a line of 
coastal fortifications is in various stages of erection. In the 
meantime the de~ 


fense of this coast is entrusted to a highly mobile force of eight 
divisions. 


At the present writing the nature of the German fortifications 
in the Balkans is largely unknown. Much of this work is still in 
progress. 


For the protection of the Ukraine, the Nazis rely on a double 
line of strong defenses. One follows the course of the Mius 
and Donetz rivers. It consists of extensive hedgehog positions 
with an interlocking system of tank traps and pillboxes. The 
second is the Ost Wall, formerly the Stalin Line, extending 
from the Gulf of Finland to the Crimea. Of late, however, 
again influenced by the strategy of defeat, the Nazis have 
started a third line along the Bug and Duna rivers. 


Within the continental confines girded by these fortified lines 
the character of all military enterprise is of the strictly 
defensive type. The recent reorganization of the Wehr- macht, 
with its reduction in size of the Panzer divisions that used to 
serve as offensive spearheads under the strategy of conquest, 
its emphasis on fortress troops, and its creation of the 
Kuestenverteidigungsdienst for the defense of the most vital 
coastal areas, is clearly an expression of the defensive 
mentality that has gripped the German command and is 
filtering into the ranks of the Reich’s armed forces. 


Their innermost fears are plainly evident from the following 
passage in the previously mentioned Heeresbefehl No. 78. It 
says: 


“Enemy landings on any point of Europe’s mainland will have 
as their ultimate objective the destruction of German power. 
The enemy’s proclaimed intention is to deprive Germans of all 
fruits of their dearly won victories and to destroy for all time 
the German right to national security. Germany is to be 
disintegrated and the German nation made a helpless prey to 
Bolshevik barbarism... .” 


Therewith the German command itself furnishes the most 
telling illustration of Germany’s strategy of defeat. 


Before the war Herman Goring had pounded a be-medaled 
chest and vowed his air force could win victory singlehanded. 
Though the Luftwaffe brutally bombed England, it had been 
an overall failure—so much so that Goebbels openly derided 
Goring as a phony. [March, 1943] 


WHAT?’S LEFT OF THE 
GERMAN AIR FORCE? 


BV LEONARD ENGEL 


On the night of January 16, 1943, bombers struck the first 
British aerial blow at Berlin in nearly a year and a half. The R. 
A. F. expected to lose fifty planes. But few German fighters 
challenged the raiders that night. The British lost only one 
plane. 


Squadrons which should have risen to give them battle were 
stationed elsewhere. The defenses of the heart of the Reich had 
been stripped in favor of more frequently attacked areas. 
Hitler’s mighty Luftwaffe had had to borrow from Peter to 
protect Paul. 


The Luftwaffe’s absence from Berlin is part of the evidence 
from every front that we are winning the war in the air. In 
Russia, it is more than a year since the Nazis have been able to 
gain a decisive air advantage in more than one region at a 
time. In Africa the Nazi decision to quit Libya and concentrate 
on a single front in Tunisia was dictated, at least in part, by 
lack of air power. 


The “invincible” Luftwaffe received its first beating in the 
Battle of Britain in the fall of 1940. Berlin’s hardheaded 
strategists, however, were shrewd enough to break off the 
futile attacks on London before their prized air fleet could 
suffer irreparable damage. During the next winter and spring 
Nazi losses were more than made good by the prodigious 
capacity of German arms factories. By the time Hitler was 
ready to invade the Soviet Union in June, 1941, the Luftwaffe 
was stronger than ever. 


The attack on Russia is the event from which the real decline 
of German air power is dated. In nearly every one of the 


twenty months since then, losses in battle, accidents, and wear 
and tear have exceeded new produc 


tion by a cheering margin. Air and ground crews have also 
been steadily depleted. On June 22, 1941, by condemning it to 
around- the-map operations, Hitler struck his air force, as well 
as his army, a blow which will prove the key to its eventual 
ruin. 


Reconstructing the record of the Luftwaffe’s shrinkage and 
measuring its remaining strength, however, are difficult tasks. 
Few battle reports are fully accurate, no matter how honest and 
painstaking the men who make them, for air action is 
extremely confusing. Even the best pilots sometimes form 
wildly erroneous impressions which find their way into 
communiques. 


But there are facts which no censor can conceal and no 
Goebbels can distort. 


When Hitler invaded the U.S.S.R., the Luftwaffe—trainers, 
transports, and auxiliaries are not included in these figures— 
consisted of five air fleets, each of 1,300 planes, plus the 
Richthofen Group, a special unit of 800 machines, chiefly dive 
bombers. These—nearly 7,500 aircraft altogether— provided 
the German High Command with a day-to-day operating force 
of 6,000 fighting ships, by far the heaviest “air weapon” ever 
forged. An additional 15,000 to 18,000 fighters and bombers 
were undergoing major overhaul, in storage, or otherwise in 
reserve behind the lines. 


Except for the Battle of Britain, in which for two months it lost 
planes almost twice as fast as they could be replaced, the 
Luftwaffe had been treated with unusual kindness by the first 
year and three-quarters of war. Its average losses—including 
the toll of accidents and wear—had not been much more than 
500 


combat craft a month. Scores of Luftwaffe units had been idle 
for six months at a time. But on June 22, 1941, every squadron 
was pressed into service. Four air fleets and the Richthofen 
Group were hurled at the Soviets. The remaining fleet had to 


cover all the rest of Europe. The Luftwaffe soon showed signs 
of strain. 


The combat airplane has a short life. Whatever its nationality, 
within five months of its departure from the factory its career 
will probably be ended in a wreath of battle smoke, a storm, a 
bad landing at a muddy patch-pocket airport at the front, a raid 
on a field at which it is parked, or by damage too great for 
repair. 


The “death rate” of a fighting air service from all causes is 
generally about one-fifth of its entire force, first-line and 
reserve, each month. The Luftwaffe, owing to a phenomenally 
efficient repair and salvage service, has an usually low “death 
rate’—one-seventh a month. Its losses since June 22, 1941, 
are nevertheless astronomical. During the first five months of 
the Nazi-Soviet struggle, Goring’s flying Aryans lost more 
than 20,000 planes, enough to equip fifteen air fleets. Nearly 
half of them were shot down in combat by the Red Air Force. 


Even the German aircraft industry and aircrew training system 
were unable to keep pace with these extravagant expenditures. 
In September of 1941 the four air fleets on the Soviet front 
were regrouped into three, to close the gaps in each, and 
Rommel was able to obtain only a dribble of air 
reinforcements, to meet the expected British push in Africa. 


When the turn came in the Battle of Moscow, and the Nazis 
realized no German would sit in Stalin’s Kremlin chair that 
year, German air activities in Russia were reduced to a 
minimum. The Luftwaffe needed a rest, and its planes and 
equipment were not suited to the Russian winter anyway. As a 
result, Nazi casualties in the east dropped to 1,000 or so planes 
a month. 


The winter gave the Luftwaffe the op— 


portunity to recoup at least some of the strength it had 
dissipated—in Russia, in the Mediterranean area, and on the 
western air front. A million and a half German soldiers were 
furloughed for three months of work in war factories, a third 
of them in the Heinkel, Messerschmitt, Dornier, Junkers, and 
the other great airplane plants. As a result, German plane 


builders built more fighting machines in December, January, 
and February a year ago than ever before or since. 


Enough combat ships were stored away out of the record- 
breaking winter production to give the High Command the use 
of 5,000 to 5,500 planes a day for the strokes it planned for 
1942. 


In the greatest of these, the drive to the Volga, the Nazis 
unveiled a new kind of warfare. German generals call it Mot 
Pulk —motorized pulverization. The generals decided that 
blitzkrieg’s free-ranging Panzer- stuka team was not heavy 
enough to hold what it gained. In 1941 literally dozens of 
German armored divisions had plunged through the Soviet 
lines, only to be cut off from the rear and annihilated by 
counterattacking Soviet troops and planes. The German High 
Command’s remedy was to back the tanks with endless 
regiments of motorized infantry and artillery and to shield the 
land units with unheard-of-concentrations of air power— 
hundreds of planes to pound a single square mile. 


In the end, Mot Pulk’s principal accomplishment seems to 
have been the rapid exhaustion of its inventors. It was really 
the mass fighting of 1914-18 dolled up in the streamlines of 
1942. It was the most expensive kind of warfare the perverted 
minds of war-mad men have ever conceived. It made the 
120,000 square miles the Nazis captured in the Ukraine and 
the Caucasus last summer, and have since been losing with 
great speed, one of the most costly pieces of real estate in the 
annals of war. With fewer planes to lose, the Luftwaffe last 
summer and fall lost on a single front as many as on two in the 
previous year. Throughout the summer 3,000 German 
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planes a month died, more than half of them in the furnace of 
Stalingrad. 


When this winter’s general Soviet offensive ended German 
attempts to expand the Nazi hand hold on the Russian jugular 
vein—the Volga—the day-to-day strength of the Luftwaffe 
was once more down to 4,000 bombers and fighters, or less 
(plus 11,000 to 14,000 reserves). Four thousand planes are not 


many less than 4,500, Germany’s end-of-the- campaign 
strength in 1941. But the Luftwaffe’s position today is graver 
than the figures suggest for this winter it has had little chance 
to recuperate. Four developments have conspired to bring this 
about. 


Of the possibilities for which the Nazis had to prepare as 1941 
drew to a close, almost the most remote was an Allied 
invasion of Europe from the south. Heavy Luftwaffe garrisons 
were needed below Germany only in Sicily and southern Italy, 
to command the central Mediterranean. Now that we are in 
Africa, however, things are different. Instead of idling through 
the cold months, many a German air squadron has been on 
active duty in the Mediterranean. Moreover, the pace of the air 
struggle over Tunisia has been swifter than ever it was in 
Libya and Egypt. 


Another development is the ever greater weight of attacks on 
Germany and occupied Europe by the R. A. F. and the growing 
United Army Air Force units in England. Air attacks alone 
cannot make Germany quit. Yet the Reich obviously can’t 
ignore them, lest unharried Allied bombers accomplish even 
greater damage than they now do. Antiraid defense is thus a 
constantly increasing drain on the Reich’s resources in the air. 


As a result of the Russian winter haymakers and the frantic 
German effort to ring the Continent in an unbreakable band of 
steel, the High Command has been able to furlough few 
soldiers for temporary factory work. So this year there has 
been hardly any winter increase in the flow of airplanes to the 
Luftwaffe. 


As a matter of fact, Hitler’s mighty ar~ 


senals are slowing down. The Reich is in the grip of a critical 
manpower shortage, caused by the astronomical German 
casualties in Russia. The shortage comes just when our active 
participation in the fighting is doubling and tripling the arms 
requirements of the Nazi Army, Navy, and Air Force. 


Want of man power has compelled the Nazis to lift their ban 
on foreign arms workers in Germany and to reopen factories in 
the occupied countries. Today foreign workmen—even Poles 


and Ukrainians forcibly deported to the Reich—are at work in 
nearly every large German air plant. In addition, factories in 
France, Belgium, Holland, Rumania, Yugoslavia, and Poland 
are all producing planes or parts for Hitler. 


The new policy, however, has not been a success. The 
reopened foreign plants have contributed only a few hundred 
planes a month so far, instead of the 1,000 for which the Nazis 
had hoped. Nor, of course, do foreign “chain gangees” work 
efficiently in the Herrenvolk’s arsenals. 


The Luftwaffe, consequently, is receiving far fewer planes 
than last winter—those most familiar with German air plants 
say not more than 2,000 fighters and bombers every thirty 
days. 


Every time a plane is shot down over enemy territory, and half 
the times over your own, a crew as well as a plane is gone. 
The last year and a half, therefore, have not only shrunk the 
Luftwaffe materially but have thinned its ranks as well. Since 
it takes even the most fanatical member of the Hitler Youth 
longer to learn to fly a plane than a factory to build one, the 
Germans may now be shorter of personnel than of planes. 


There is no reason yet, however, to believe that losses have 
compelled the Nazis to send any number of only partly trained 
men into action. Nor has any real decline in the quality of 
German aircraft become noticeable. 


In the three and a half years since September, 1939, the 
Luftwaffe has lost from all causes on all fronts at least 65,000 
combat 
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planes. To the R. A. F. goes direct credit for 10,000 of these, 
shot down in battle and reported in British communiques, and 
for 10,000 more—those whose end the British did not see and 
those worn out or wrecked on the Anglo-German air fronts. In 
the balance book of war the ceaseless activities of the R. A. F. 
Fighter Command are fully as important as the more 
spectacular bomber offensives over Germany. The Red Air 
Force is responsible for the destruction of an even larger 
number of Luftwaffe men and machines. 


We ourselves, of course, have not had more than token air- 
force units in and around Europe long enough to have made an 


ap7 
preciable addition to the punishment the British and Russians 


have handed the Luftwaffe. But we are now doing very much 
better and will do better still this spring. 


If we and the British launch a land, sea, and air offensive from 
the west, Luftwaffe boss Gbring and Chief of Staff 
Jesschonnek will find their present difficulties, great as they 
are, small indeed. 


One thing is clear. The Luftwaffe will never regain the power 
that made it the most deadly air weapon on earth. This year’s 

Allied offensives will shrink it faster and further while United 
Nations front-line air strength increases daily. 


Five months of war on Russia cost Hitler 20,000 planes. Here 
Stalin’s men are looking over the riddled wreck of one of 
them. 


IN 1939, the vaunted intuition told Hitler that England and 
France would never declare war if he invaded Poland on 
September first. Yet they did. The bluffer’s bluff had been 
called, albeit reluctantly and clumsily. Now Hitler had indeed 
become a warlord, Germany’s Supreme Commander. 


“The purpose of this conference is to give you an idea of the 
world of my thoughts, which governs me in the face of future 
events, and to tell you my decisions.” 


—Adolf Hitler, to a round table of top military and diplomatic 
advisers 


Anthony Eden, close to Churchill during the war and later 
Prime Minister of England, saw clearly that Neville 
Chamberlain’s policy of appeasement was not the way to 
protect England—and Europe—from Adolf Hitler. [June, 
1939] 


NO MORE APPEASEMENT 


BV ANTHONY EOEN 


IT must be the ideal of every Foreign Secretary to secure 
united national support for the foreign policy he is striving to 
conduct. Such a state is desirable not only for his sake, so that 
he and the Prime Minister can be relieved of the additional 
strain which the day-to-day parliamentary battle inevitably 
imposes, but also because unity in foreign policy is itself a 
great source of strength in the daily conduct of international 
affairs. 


In a democracy such unity can only be spontaneous; it cannot 
be compelled. It can grow from below; it cannot be imposed 
from above. But if once it be attained, the strength of that 
unity is all the greater because its growth has been natural and 
not forced. 


So it is that successive efforts have been made to secure unity 
upon foreign policy. There are some good judges who believe 
that we are now nearer to realizing that goal than we have 
been for some considerable time past. How far is that claim 
justified, what are the obstacles that still divide us, how 
formidable are they, and can they be removed? If we could 
find the answers to these questions we should at least 
understand the nature and extent of the problem that has to be 
met in any effort to attain national unity on foreign policy. 


We must first realize that to reach agreement on foreign policy 
it is not enough to proclaim an aim and to ignore methods, to 
call upon others to agree, and to label those who do not 
“warmongers.” For the truth is that no individual and no party 
wants war. 


The real difference as to the conduct of foreign policy cannot 
be so summarily distorted and dismissed, and it is best to 
recognize that diverse views can be held with 


equal good faith. For the same reason, it will not suffice for 
any of us merely to proclaim the sincerity of our intention to 
pursue peace; we have to show that the methods we advocate 
are those best calculated to bring about that universally desired 
result. 


If the events of last year enforce one lesson clearly, it is surely 
that no country is going to enjoy lasting peace merely because 


its intentions are excellent. Nor are we going to usher in a new 
era of peaceful collaboration in Europe if the concessions are 

to be limited to those made by ourselves or by our friends. No 
one, surely, is prepared to make such a mistake a second time. 


It is not surprising, therefore, to note that government 
spokesmen have from time to time been frank in the 
expression of their disappointment at the absence of 
reciprocity in the attitude of certain Powers since the Munich 
agreement was signed. This, in its turn, has no doubt been 
responsible for the stronger note which can be clearly 
recognized in several recent declarations of ministers both in 
England and in France, and there is no doubt the ministers 
expressed the well- nigh unanimous feeling of their fellow 
countrymen. 


Further contributions from us or from France, it has been made 
clear, must depend upon others being prepared to make their 
contribution also. There can be no more oneway traffic down 
Appeasement Avenue. 


But the measure of agreement is even wider than this. There 
are times in the conduct of international relations when clarity 
amounting almost to bluntness is the best contribution that can 
be made to peace. This is especially true when any third Power 
shows a 


persistent tendency to misunderstand the relationship of two 
friendly countries, however often and however clearly defined. 
So it was that the Prime Minister’s unequivocal declaration in 
the House of Commons of the attitude of this country toward 
any threat to the vital interests of France was cheered in all 
parts of the House. None could fail to recognize both the need 
for such a declaration and the contribution made to peace by 
its terms. 


No attempt, however, to review the chances of securing 
national unity on foreign policy could be complete unless it 
took count of what until recently could have been called the 
most anxious of all existing problems— Spain. It is in respect 
of the course which we pursued throughout the length of the 
war in that country that differences have been most deep. 


Yet the divergence is by no means clearcut. There are those 
who were opposed to nonintervention from the first. There are 
others who supported nonintervention in its early stages but 
wished to abandon the policy when, in their judgment, it was 
not being observed with equal impartiality by all the Great 
Powers. There are those, again, who would have wished, 
despite disappointments, to make further efforts to preserve 
the policy of nonintervention while making it plain that 
friendship with Great Britain and concessions from her could 
only be gained by the strict observance of engagements 
entered into with us not to intervene in the Spanish war. 
Finally, there were those who maintained that the extent of 
intervention on either side was 


difficult to estimate, and that even proclaimed violations of 
nonintervention should not stand in the way of appeasement. 


These divergent points of view had varied origins, but, in the 
main, two motives, apart from sympathies, actuated most of 
those who concerned themselves with the Spanish issue. First, 
a conviction that, having ourselves assumed responsibility for 
nonintervention in the early stages of the conflict, it was an 
obligation on us to do our best to hold the balance even. The 
second may be described as one of imperial interest. No one, it 
is presumed, will dispute the concern which Great Britain has 
felt throughout the history of the last two hundred years for the 
political independence and the territorial integrity of Spain. 
Here is a vital British interest; and M. Bonnet’s recent speech 
to the Senate makes it plain that the French government also 
has no intention of allowing France’s equal interest to be 
ignored. 


It was inevitable that the end of the war should have brought 
these anxieties into sharper relief. Yet these anxieties have 
their counterpart. In this sphere, too, the march of events 
appears to be narrowing differences. 


In maintaining with unshaken firmness the vital interests of 
Britain and France in the true independence of Spain, and in 
any steps the two governments may be called upon to take to 
make that independence a reality, they can be confident of the 
united support of all sections of their peoples. It is now of little 


avail to recriminate further about the past. It is imperative, so 
far as still lies in our power, to safeguard the future. 


Foreign dignitaries visiting America usually looked forward to 
being honored at the sumptuous Fifth Avenue mansion of Mrs. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt, doyenne of High Society. Her son the 
journalist had priceless entre to Europe’s chancelleries as 
Hitler invaded Poland. [October, 1939] 


WHAT I SAW IN 
EUROPE’S LAST HOURS OF PEACE 


BV CORNELIUS VANDERBILT, JR. 


I WISH there WERE some way of wiring these words for 
sound. For how otherwise, without the accompaniment of 
roaring planes, thundering tanks, and troop trains, the thud of 
marching feet and the sharp bark of orders, can I explain the 
nature of those last hours? 


Ever since May, 1939, when anticipating trouble across the 
Atlantic, I went on a “scouting trip,” I had been sticking my 
nose into spots where sometimes others didn’t think it ought to 
be. From the Scandinavian countries I had gone to Danzig and 
Poland. Soviet Russia, Hungary, Yugoslavia, Slovakia, 
Bulgaria, Albania, Rumania as far as Turkey, then doubled 
back through Greece, Syria, Egypt, Italy, Spain, and France, 
ending up with a several-weeks motor tour of Germany, 
Belgium, and the north coast of Africa. 


Upon reaching Paris I called up an American girl I knew and 
asked her to go “slumming” with me. 


“Look at the women—they’re all crying,” she said, as we sat 
in the dining room of the Gare de I’ Est, one of Paris’s largest 
railway stations, the evening of August 17. All around us I 
then noticed the reddened eyes of the women and the brave 
little faces of the children as husbands, brothers, fathers, and 
sweethearts silently swept out of Paris during the quietest, 
most secret mobilization I have ever witnessed. 


Excusing myself for a moment, I sent Liberty magazine, who 
had sent me abroad, the following telegram: 


FRANCE SECRETLY MOBILIZING STOP GERMANY 
RUSSIA NEGOTIATING STOP SOMETHING MUST BE 
UP 


Next morning at eight I was awakened by a pleasant voice 
over the telephone: “Mr. Vanderbilt, the interview you have 
been requesting with M. Daladier will be granted at eleven 
o’clock this morning.” 


Now, I happened to remember that Daladier was out of town, 
at the seashore. At 4:30 PM I presented myself, however, at 
Premier Daladier’s office. After giving my name I had 
scarcely sat down when two gentlemen stood before me. One 
of them displayed a gold badge. Instantly I was escorted out 
into the street, down to the Quai d’Orsay (Foreign Office), and 
up to the office of Pierre Bressi, Chief of Intelligence! 


Out came M. Bressi, bowing. He led me into a small room and 
he came to the point very quickly. 


“You sent a press cable saying the French Army was being 
mobilized? According to Section-of the Criminal Code of 
France, I 


can have you imprisoned for the duration of a war for 
spreading false information. This cable was read by the 
Minister of the Interior at a Cabinet meeting. Said other 
Cabinet officers, ‘How dare this fellow Vanderbilt send such 
secret information—’ ” 


“Just a minute, sir,” I broke in. “You have just admitted the 
information to be true. You said the Ministers asked how dared 
I spread such secret information.” 


“But, Mr. Vanderbilt, I never said it 


wasn’t true. We have a free press in France. Anyone can print 
anything he likes if it is true. But newspapermen usually play 
ball with us.” 


“I understand, M. Bressi. You don’t want the world to know 
you are mobilizing now. But I happen to know you are, and 
why.” 


“If you are insinuating that our missions to Russia have failed 
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I rose as if to leave the room. 


“Just a minute, Mr. Vanderbilt. You cannot leave. Your 
conversation has been transcribed. Threats and insinuations 
won’t help you.” 


I said, “I didn’t know I was making threats. I bear France no 
ill will. I ran away from home, M. Bressi, when I was only 
seventeen, to enlist in the army, spent twenty- two months 
with the A. E. F., and thought I was helping to keep ‘the Hun’ 
away from our joint doors.” 


Bressi yawned. The telephone jingled. He lifted the receiver 
nonchalantly, then shouted: “Who told them?” He turned on 
me: “Other foreign newspapers are printing the news you sent 
out. Who is spreading this secret information?” 


The next day I lunched with Ambassador Bullitt at the 
American Embassy residence. The luncheon was attended by 
Daladier, General Gamelin, Foreign Minister Bonnet, the 
admiral in command of the navy, the president of the Bank of 
France, the new Air Minister, the Chief of Press, and others. 
Afterward we chatted with President Lebrun, who dropped in 
for an informal visit. Soon, said he, France would have 
6,000,000 men mobilized! If war should break out soon, 
France and England had agreed to order their ambassadors to 
call upon Count Ciano in Rome and inform him that England 
and France would destroy Italy if Germany should move. 


Flying over Belgium, Holland, and Denmark, I nearly choked 
at the news: Germany and Russia had concluded a non- 
aggression pact—as Princess Radziwill had been prophesying 
in Liberty for the past two years they would do. 


As dawn rose on August 22 my plane landed in Gdynia. A taxi 
quickly took me to Danzig Free State. Everywhere in the 
Polish Corridor and in the Free State there were trenches, 
fortresses built underground, soldiers. The Germans seemed 
more cocky than the Poles. And I noticed, as I had earlier in 
the summer down in Bavaria, that large oil paintings of Hitler 
replaced the bleeding head of Christ on most church towers! 


Reaching Danzig city, I dropped in to see Edward Piszcz, the 
editor of the leading local paper. He was panicky. He advised 
me to see Fbrster. 


“Danzig will return to the Reich within the week,” boasted 
Fbrster. It went back just eight days after! 


“And what if Poland and France and England fight?” I asked 
him. 


“Germany will crush them all. Besides, England is too scared 
to fight, and France too degenerate.” 


Taxied back to Gdynia in a hurry. 


Boarded an afternoon plane for Berlin. Arriving, went 
immediately to the Ministry of Propaganda and sent my card 
in to Herr Doktor Josef Goebbels—who in March, 1933, 
officially expelled me from Germany for writing that the Nazis 
had set the Reichstag afire! 


“How long will it take you to mop up Europe?” I asked 
Goebbels. He never hesitated an instant. Pounding his desk, he 
answered: “We cannot fight much after November 1. I think 
we will master Poland, France, and England in sixty days.” 


“And after that, Herr Doktor?” 
“Can’t you guess?” 
“You mean America?” I asked, and added, “But that is 


fantastic, sir. How can you capture North America, with the 
3,700 miles of ocean and land in between?” 


“We do not expect to do it that way,” he smiled. “We will take 
it from within.” 


The rest of our conversation was so extraordinary that I am 
telling it to President Roosevelt and to no one else right now. 


Berlin streets were alive. Practically every- 


one, including women, wore uniforms. All seemed in a hurry. I 
was glad to clamber into my warm seat in the plane, and 
happier still to land at dawn in Paris. 


After breakfasting at the Crillon Hotel, I watched with 
amazement French poilus erecting antiaircraft guns in the 


fountains— of all places—on the Place de la Concorde. 
Driving up to Le Havre, I saw hundreds and hundreds of 
French peasants digging in their back yards, many with their 
bare hands, working feverishly to build underground shelters. 
Le Havre was a beehive of activity. Several large liners had 
just canceled their sailing dates. The Washington, of the 
United States Lines, swerved into the roadstead. Boarded her, 
together with Mother Roosevelt and several hundred others. 


Reaching Southampton at midnight, we were all astonished to 
see the large number of vessels there, guarded by British 
troops. Next morning in London I tried in several places to 
purchase a gas mask. The polite British clerks told me if I 
would leave my name and address they would see what they 
could do for me in a fortnight—or, “Sorry, sir. Why not try 
your Embassy?” 


My taxi driver finally said: “Orl git me ol’ loidy’s sir.” He 
was back in half an hour with a mask, marked “Eliza Powell, 
Chelsea, London.” 


“But what will she do?” I asked. 


“She don’ need it, sir, where she’s gone. She passed away last 
night.” 


I found it fitted reasonably well, and paid him what he wanted 
for it. 


Ran into Sir Nevile Henderson and Winston Churchill crossing 
Downing Street from No. 10 to the Foreign Office. Churchill 
had nothing to say, but when I asked him if war was coming 
he nodded his head several times. 


Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain and Mrs. Chamberlain 
left No. 10 a few moments later for their usual walk in the 
Park. Plain- clothesmen kept a crowd far back, but I was lucky 
in being able to have a few words with him and with General 
Viscount Gort, chief of the British General Staff, who joined 
him. 


Early that evening sirens began sounding all over London. In 
less than three minutes by my watch the streets were clear. 
Like moles, every single person had dropped below the 


pavements—the subways gobbling up most of them. The 
“test,” as it later proved to be, was over in fifteen minutes and 
everyone came back as quietly as they had disappeared. 


I dined that evening with Lord and Lady Kemsley at Chandos 
House. Kemsley is the publisher of the London Sunday Times, 
the Daily Sketch, the Manchester Guardian, and nineteen other 
big newspapers in England. His brother Lord Camrose 
publishes the London Daily Telegraph and twelve other British 
newspapers. Ten days before he had lunched and spent nearly 
two hours with Hitler at Berchtesgaden, at which time the 
Ftihrer had assured Kemsley he was striving his hardest to 
preserve peace, and would, unless “England forced him to give 
her the beating she had long deserved.” 


Three of Kemsley’s sons, who were at dinner in uniform, left 
to join their “sausages” —as the balloon barrage over the city 
is called. None of them seemed the least bit worried by things. 





At Southampton thirty-five millions’ worth of gold was loaded 
aboard the Empress of Australia, and we sailed before 
midnight completely blacked out. At 4:30 pm on the afternoon 
of August 30 I picked up a strange SOS with my portable. A 
ship, the A thenia, was calling for assistance at a point some 
200 miles southeast of us. Up to the captain’s bridge I 
clambered with my information. He ordered the ship’s radio to 
listen in. They received the same report. It said in part: 
‘“Foundering—mountainous seas—tail-end hurricane.” 


An American Coast Guard vessel lay just beyond the position 
whence the SOS came. Captain Meikel wirelessed it for the 
weather in its position. I heard the reply: “Clear and warm. 
Wind northwest five knots.” 


Captain Meikel looked at me, and called the engine room of 
the Empress of Australia: “Put on that last boiler and give it to 
her!” 


Our course was posted indirect on the we hadn’t, who knows 
but we might have met 


bulletin board. We zigzagged to Canada. If the same fate as the 
Athenial 


Hitler delayed the invasion, his love-hate feelings toward the 
English joining with other character traits to render him 
temporarily undecided. Meanwhile, in fallen France, a 
collaboration government had established itself in Vichy. 
Outside the stricken country a few Frenchmen were preparing 
to fight under a new leader. [November, 1940] 


WE HAVE JUST STARTED TO FIGHT 


BV GENERAL CHARLES IDE GAULLE 


The so-called rulers of Vichy went to a great deal of trouble to 
find men who could be charged with the blame for France’s 
military disaster. 


Acting under Hitler’s long whip and Mussolini’s hammer, it 
was essential for them to show that France had been at fault in 
declaring war and that all those who had made the decision 
were culprits and must be punished. 


To the men of Vichy, all those who saw that France was 
threatened are criminals; all those who said that France must 
fight are criminals; all those who refused to rush into bondage 
are criminals. 


But these men are quite logical in their infamy, for nothing 
else will satisfy the enemy they have taken as their master, and 
naturally the capitulationists of Vichy have their own interests 
at heart. If they can succeed in making people believe that 
France was at fault in declaring war, then they themselves will 
appear to have been justified in putting an end to the conflict. 


They might even make this insane argument seem reasonable: 
that they “saved” France by surrendering her! 


So they hope. But I refuse to believe that the enemy and the 
“rulers” of Vichy can deceive the remaining free peoples of 
the world. I refuse to believe that they can deceive the peoples 
of occupied as well as of unoccupied France. 


The sense of logic of the French is too proud and too firm. The 
Frenchman knows that those responsible for the collapse are 
not the men who wanted to defend France but the men who, 


while holding high positions in the government and the 
defense forces, betrayed their trust by not preparing France for 
the approaching conflict; the men whose responsibility it was 
to build a modern military machine for the country, but who, 
instead, refused to consider anything but the outdated 
conceptions of the past; the men who surrendered without 
calling on France’s full, mighty strength of resistance. 


France found herself driven back momentarily by a method of 
warfare for which her chiefs had not prepared her. In those 
first black moments of defeat, France might have doubted 
herself; she might have doubted her allies. 


Blinded by despair, certain Frenchmen forgot the two thousand 
years of France’s heroic past, the innumerable times when 
France plunged to the depths, had risen again overnight and 
turned defeat into glorious victory. 


But France is France. Her spirit has not changed. 


Deep in the heart of her there is a secret spring of courage, 
fortitude and reckless daring that always in the past has 
responded to the crisis and that now once again will astound 
the world with its irresistible strength. 


Crushed, humiliated, surrendered to the enemy, already France 
is beginning to rise from the abyss to hurl back the foe. 


I have good reasons to say that this fighting France of our 
ancestors is re-forming her forces for the struggle. There may 
be some confusion in her first blows for freedom, for the 
powers opposing her are ruthless and determined and their 
tentacles are sometimes cleverly hidden. But the new France 
will return to the battle with ever greater strength, and she will 
take her part with honor and glory in the inevitable victory. 


For no Frenchman alive today has the right 


to have any other thought, any other hope, any other love, than 
the thought, the hope, the love of France. 


And every Frenchman alive today knows his duty. It is a 
simple and hard duty, and it will be accepted gladly. 


It is his duty to fight. 


The enemy believed that with the armistice and the work of 
the capitulationists of Vichy, the war was ended. 


The enemy was gravely mistaken. 


For France retains some very valuable weapons. She has the 
spirit of her people. She has certain outposts of empire in 
strategic places. She has great forces over the sea that have 
refused to bow their necks in surrender. 


A certain Italian paper said: 


“France has signed an armistice and thereby admitted her 
defeat. We shall now teach France how to behave herself. 
There are several questions that cannot be ‘negotiated’ or 
‘bargained’ about. One of these is Tunisia, which, without 
reservations, shall be included in the Roman Empire.” 


So says the Italian enemy. So he says! But the France that 
signed this armistice was not free France. Free France wants 
no part of it. Free France is determined to continue the war, 
with all her millions of people, throughout the thousands of 
miles of her empire. She will fight on, she will not perish, she 
will win the war. 


Hitler began a massive air blitz of Britain in July, 1940. Planes 
of the R. A. F. resolutely fought back, earning the plaudits of 
the world. The spirit of the English people, here extolled by a 
well- known American author, infuriated Hitler. He had 
expected the merciless bombing of London and other cities to 
make Englishmen clamor for a negotiated peace, or even 
surrender. [March, 1942] 


INSIDE LONDON 


BV JOHN GUNTHER 


PVE JUST RETURNED from six weeks in wartime, war- 
bound London—six of the most stimulating and exhilarating 
weeks I ever spent anywhere. I visited bomber stations and 
coastal defense establishments; I met eleven Cabinet ministers, 
including Mr. Churchill; I talked long hours with old friends; I 
interviewed the heads of six refugee governments; I looked at 
plenty of destruction; I learned something about courage, 
common sense, hope, and sacrifice. 


There are lessons in contemporary London for every 
American, now that we too are engaged in the greatest war in 
history, fighting the same heinous enemy. 


No Londoner who lived through a really big blitz—tike the 
one on May 10 last—is ever likely to forget it. No one who 
felt the hot breath of a land mine on his cheek is ever quite the 
same again. Everybody I met in London had at least one blitz 
story to tell—stories of heroism, comic relief, fear, narrow 
escapes, acute discomfort, harrowing agony of mind. I heard 
what London looked like when thousands could not get home 
from work, when the glass was inches deep on every street, 
when fires lit up half of London, when the gas and water 
failed, when—one small, odd touch—burglar alarms kept 
ringing all night long because show windows had been broken. 
Nor can any visitor to London fail to be shocked at the amount 
of material damage done. Some streets look like the ruins of 
Herculaneum. Some streets have simply disappeared. 


Nevertheless, the first point I would make in this article, the 
first lesson I would attempt 


to draw from the experience of England is that bombing, no 
matter how savage, no matter how merciless, is nothing to be 
afraid of. Do not worry about bombing. 


I was about to write, “bombing never wins.” Perhaps that 
would be an exaggeration. Bombing might win, if it went on 
long enough on an immense enough scale. But it hasn’t won 
so far. The British people have beaten the blitz to date. 


Amazingly few people are killed by bombs. Comparatively 
few are made homeless. Greater London contains more than 
8,000,000 people; scarcely 60,000 live in public shelters now, 
and many of these could return to their homes if they wished. 
Bombing causes lack of sleep, yes; it may disorganize 
transportation temporarily; it may set some bad fires; but it 
does not destroy a city, it does not vanquish a people, if the 
people have stalwart spirit. What Londoners hated most about 
big raids was the noise. That and the lack of sleep. 


The most common reaction to raids among ordinary folk 1s, 
first, anger; second, courage. Once, when bombs were falling 
like lumps of rock out of an apocalyptic sky, a woman stood 
outside her burning house, shook her fist upward, and shouted, 
“Bloody child’s play, I call it!” 


Once, surveying the broken ruins of a residential street where 
house after house had been blotted out, a visitor asked the air- 
raid warden what he thought about it. Imperturbably—and 
with complete good humor—the warden replied, “Seems ’e 
[Hitler] was a little extra spiteful last night, sir.” 
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The British government has in effect reversed its bomb-shelter 
policy. At first the authorities sought to concentrate on deep 
shelters—shelters far underground, where everyone would be 
comparatively safe. They soon gave up this idea. If the 
population of London had stayed underground on the night of 
December 29, 1940, London might have burned down over 
their heads. The idea now is that all able-bodied men and 
women should stay above ground, watching on rooftops and 
putting out fires. Anybody, even a child, can put out a small 
incendiary bomb if he gets to it quickly enough. And very, 
very few people get killed. 


So, first of all, I would say to people in America: Bombs may 
come. Take sensible precautions. Bombs may cause 


destruction. Bombs may be a nuisance. But don’t be afraid of 
raids. Do not fear bombs. You can conquer them. 


A greater enemy than bombs—I speak quite seriously—is 
boredom. There have been no serious raids on London since 
early summer (though other British cities have been pasted 
hard and often), and the resultant lull has produced a certain 
amount of lethargy and complacence. Discomforts and 
sacrifices are harder to bear when everything is quiet, when 
excitement and the sense of danger are missing. People are 
more inclined to slacken down, even people with morale as 
superb and solid as the British, when no attacks are imminent. 
I heard more than one Englishman say, “You know, believe it 
or not, we all loved the blitz!” A good sound raid shook the 
average Londoner out of his normally colorless and routine 
life. It was the kind of supreme experience when every 
individual saw his own fate and history face to face. I even 
heard Englishmen of standing and intelligence say they wished 
more raids would come. “What this country needs,” I heard 
more than once, “is a good stiff raid once a month.” 


But no visitor, no foreigner, has any right to mimic that 
remark. Only those who have lived through a blitz have any 
right to wish for more. Consider the case of the tactless 


American who, leaving London after a short raidless visit, 
turned to his hotel porter and sighed, “Well, I certainly hate to 
go without seeing at least one raid.” The porter looked him 
over and replied soberly, “My wife and child were killed in the 
last one, sir.” 


Another “enemy,” if so it may be called, is the blackout. No 
American can appreciate the intensity and comprehensiveness 
of the London blackout until he’s seen it—or tried to see 
through it. Along about 4:30 in the winter afternoon the streets 
begin to empty. Shops close at four, so that people can get 
home more easily. I have walked from New Bond Street to 
Park Lane, through the choicest streets of Mayfair, at about 
5:15 pm and encountered not more than two or three 
pedestrians in six or seven blocks. People dive into their 
homes or hotels as if they were retreating into caves. At dusk 
the heavy black curtains are pulled over every window; by 6 


PM London is black as pitch. (Traffic lights are reduced to 
small crosses and are hooded from above; automobiles use 
shuttered parking lights.) 


The blackout, practically every Londoner will agree, is an 
unmitigated nuisance. It is the one thing that almost every one 
complains about. People yearn for light at night more than for 
any other single thing. The blackout condemns the great 
majority of people to life indoors after sundown (taxis at night 
are almost as scarce as eggs or oranges); it drastically impedes 
their instinct to gregariousness; it is a kind of emotional 
suffocation. Moreover, it is downright dangerous. Traffic 
accidents are caused mostly by the fact that the pedestrian, as a 
rule, can see an oncoming automobile and therefore thinks that 
the automobile can equally see him; but it can’t. More deaths 
are caused in England by blackout accidents than in raids, I’m 
told. 


So I would suggest that another lesson from London is that we 
in the United States avoid blackouts as long as possible, and 
then go in for them with great care and discrimination. 


The pinch in England is severe. There is no getting around 
that. People eat less, simply because there is less food to go 
around. On the other hand, there is no real privation. No one is 
undernourished, and certainly no one is starving. 


But the American visiting England encounters certain shocks. 
In six weeks, living in a luxurious hotel, I had exactly one egg. 
I saw beefsteak twice. I had ham once. I never saw pork or 
lamb. There is plenty of bread and plenty of potatoes, and so 
no one needs to be hungry. But milk is short, and so are most 
fresh vegetables except cabbage and sprouts. You get a pat of 
butter per meal about the size of a quarter, and a cube of sugar 
about a quarter inch square. Fruit is scarce, and so is cheese. 


At my first dinner party in London I sat next to a titled lady 
very famous in America. The waiter passed small lumps of 
sugar with the coffee. I never take sugar in coffee, and I shook 
my head. Whereupon the titled lady hissed at me, “Never 
refuse sugar!” I called the waiter back, got my single lump, 
and gave it to her. Calmly she put it in her handbag. 


Nobody dines out in London on anything like the prewar scale, 
largely because it’s so hard to get around in the blackout. Nor 
do country-house weekends flourish any longer. Coal is short, 
to say nothing of petrol for private cars. Houses are apt to be 
dreary and chilly, and a guest feels that he is taking preciously 
rationed food from his host and his host’s servants. There are, 
of course, exceptions to this general rule. A few great houses 
still do maintain the old tradition. But not many. As one 
distinguished writer muttered to me ironically, “The greatest 
achievement of the war so far is the abolition of the country- 
house weekend.” 


In a London hotel your choice of food is limited, but you 
won't be hungry. Bread and potatoes are, as I say, plentiful, 
and you can always—or almost always—order game, fish, or 
chicken. These luxuries are, however, fabulously expensive. 
My breakfast consisted 


of a tablespoon of tomato juice, toast, and coffee. (Orange or 
other citrus juices are, of course, all but unknown.) At lunch, 
which costs anywhere from two dollars up, you may have 
either a soup or hors d’oeuvres (served very skimpily), and 
then a choice of whatever fish or meat is on the menu—not 
both. The fish and meat courses take the form of stew, patty, 
hash, or ragout, as a rule. Desserts, with a minimum of sugar, 
are limited as a rule to cake or custards, though I had stewed 
fruit and ice cream once or twice. Dinner is about like lunch. 
Most people eat in restaurants if they can afford it; it’s best to 
reserve a table and get there early. You can get beef— 
sometimes—in some “black house” restaurants. 


The chief shortages, when I was in London (I skip items like 
silk stockings, typewriters, cosmetics, fountain pens, lipsticks, 
small metal gadgets, paper clips, and so on), were paper, 
alcohol, cigarettes, and, above all, matches. Newspapers are 
down to a single sheet folded to make four pages, except the 
Times, which is bigger. Whisky was hard to get in shops and 
extremely expensive in hotels; I paid as much as eight dollars 
a bottle. Cigarettes are very short, though usually you could 
get Turkish or Egyptian varieties at about one dollar for a box 
of twenty. The cheap cigarettes smoked by the enormous 
majority of Englishmen have practically disappeared. 


In all fairness, however, let me state that never once did I lack 
for a cigarette when I wanted one. For one thing, I had brought 
a good many with me. For another, the head- waiter or floor 
waiter could almost always get a package of something or 
other, if you didn’t care what kind. Shops seldom had them in 
stock, but hotel servants could manage to procure them 
somehow. Of course the millions of Londoners who did not 
have the luck to live in a good hotel found it harder to get 
cigarettes than I did. 


Matches are the scarcest article of all. As a rule, I got two 
matches per day at my hotel, 


with breakfast. If you have no lighter, you are out of luck. Nor 
can you buy a lighter in London for love or money, except 
some surviving jeweled specimens at £100 or more. The 
government is now planning the manufacture and distribution 
of a “national lighter,” to cost about seventy-five cents, but it 
had not appeared by the time I left. 


Clothes, are of course, rationed just as strictly as food is. A 
man gets sixty-six clothing coupons a year. A new suit costs 
twenty-six coupons, an overcoat eighteen, a pair of shoes 
seven, a shirt, five, and so on. Add it up and you will see that 
you do not come out with much of a wardrobe. The coupons 
do not represent value; what they represent is permission to 
buy. You may have £100 in your pocket, but you can’t buy a 
sixpenny handkerchief without a coupon. In London I needed 
a pair of rubbers badly. I couldn’t buy them, no matter what I 
was willing to pay, until the proper authority gave me 
permission, e ., three coupons. 


From all this there are several points to make. Few Americans, 
I should say, realize how severe the pinch in England is. (The 
pinch in Germany is, of course, infinitely more severe.) 
Probably in our own country we shall never have to suffer 
from shortages so acute or serious. We are blessed with an 
abundance of food and raw materials. We do not need to 
import food, as England does. The lesson from England 1s 
nevertheless clear, striking, and obvious—that sacrifice is 
necessary to wage war, that the need of sacrifice becomes 
more urgent as a war goes on. 


One striking phenomenon in England is what might be called 
equality of sacrifice. The war has pitted and scarred every 
man, woman, and child in Great Britain. Nobody is exempt. 
Of course the poor have suffered most—even though 
unemployment has been virtually wiped out and wages have 
gone steadily upward. But the rich have suffered too, and 
make no mistake about it. The very rich are, in fact, on the 
verge of disappearing as a class. They are finished. Taxation 
begins 


at a flat fifty percent (with certain exemptions) and in the 
upper brackets it reached ninety-five percent. Nobody in 
England can make more than about $16,000-$20,000 per year 
out of income, no matter how large his gross income is. Taxes 
take all the rest. A very rich man may have more than $20,000 
a year to spend, if he chooses to use his capital; but $20,000 is 
the approximate limit so far as actual income is concerned. 


One more lesson for Americans is of primary and paramount 
importance. Many British have been bombed out of their 
homes. Their families have been scattered, their children sent 
abroad. They endure the discomforts of the blackout. They are 
deprived of many amenities of life, and they pay fantastic 
taxes. Yet they remain good- humored, staunch, tolerant, and 
united. This is the chief lesson we have to learn from London. 
The British endure hardships almost inconceivable to us, and 
endure them smiling. They have not lost their sense of 
balance, their instinctive fairness of mind, their humor, above 
all their kindness. They have sat naked on the edge of 
complete disaster—after Dunkirk, for instance—and come up 
stronger than before. They are tough—don’t minimize that. 
But they haven’t succumbed to any hysteria. They’ve kept 
their feet, kept their heads, kept their free minds. Through the 
greatest crisis in their history they have remained completely 
adult. Let us hope that we in our country can do likewise. 


It would be foolish to assert that the war has broken down the 
old social castes of England. Dukes are still dukes, and 
navvies navvies. Nevertheless the amount of what might be 
called “democratization” is considerable. To take just one 
instance: About sixty percent of pilots in both bomber and 
fighter commands of the R. A. F. are sergeants, not 


commissioned officers. These are the men who saved England 
in the Battle of Britain in September, 1940; these are the men 
whose long-range bombers traverse the Continent almost 
nightly, attacking Berlin, 


Brest, the Ruhr, the Rhineland, and other enemy objectives. 
Very often commissioned officers serve in bomber crews 
under a sergeant, a noncommissioned officer, who is in 
command. 


Another point—which we will do well to watch closely—is 
the enormous activity of women in war work, which also 
serves to shake a country up, to demoralize it. As everyone 
knows, British women take part in actual military service. 
There are three main organizations: the Auxiliary Territorial 
Service, which functions with the Army; the Women’s Royal 
Naval Reserve, associated with the Navy; and the Women’s 
Auxiliary Air Force, which operates with the R. A. F. 
Thousands upon thousands of British women have enlisted in 
these organizations and are known as “Ats,” “Wrens,” and 
“Waafs.” Additionally, of course, thousands more women 
perform war work—everything from sweeping railway 
platforms to labor in munitions plants—in nominally civilian 
fields. Uniformed women toil side by side with men in the 
aircraft batteries which guard the periphery of London. I 
mentioned this to a Cabinet minister of great eminence. He 
grunted with ironic humor, “Thus, day by day, we march back 
to the Stone Age! ’ ’ 


London is not the capital of one country. It is the capital of six 
or eight. The Yugoslavs, the Norwegians, the Dutch, the 
Belgians, the Czechoslovaks, the Free French, the Greeks, the 
Poles all maintain their headquarters on British soil. Polish 
soldiers guard British shores; Polish and Czech and other 
foreign flyers fight with the R. A. F. One small but pertinent 
point is that instructions on R. A. F. dinghies (lifeboats) are 
printed not merly in English and French but in Czech and 
Polish too. In one R. A. F. bomber station I met pilots of seven 
different nationalities. It may well be that the rudiments of a 
future international air force, to protect peace in the 


world to come, are in process of creation on English soil. This 
is a movement which we in the United States should watch 
with closest sympathy and attention. 


I asked almost everyone I met in England: “What will England 
be like after the war?” I got a fascinating variety of answers. 
Two points stood out. Almost everyone agreed that the future 
England would be a different kind of England; they couldn’t 
predict just what the difference would be, but in any event it 
must be an England worth having saved —in other words, a 
better, stronger, healthier England for sons and daughters to 
grow up in, admire, and love. The million little men in 
England are doing their jobs. The A. R. P. wardens, the fire 
watchers, the shopkeepers, the country constables, the men 
and women in the factories have served the country—and 
helped save it—just as staunchly as have the Army, the Navy, 
and the R. A. F. The little man has made prodigious sacrifices. 
And he doesn’t want to be let down. 


Second—and here too here is a lesson for America—almost 
every one I met thanked Providence for the leadership of 
Winston Churchill. They have found that democracies need 
leadership even more than dictatorships do. What England has 
achieved after terrible ordeals is unity of morale, of spirit, and 
of command. Everyone knows that this war is going to be 
long, difficult, and dangerous. People, in fact, don’t talk much 
in terms of when victory is going to come, although their 
confidence is absolute; they think of victory rather in terms of 
a job to be done, and that will be done. Finally, they know 
what this war is for, what it is about. Not all of us in America 
know this yet, fully and instinctively. The British know it is a 
war for the right of peoples to be free, and for survival as a 
nation. 


Children with gas masks and kit bags being evacuated from 
Nazi-bombed London. 


In 1939, the people of the United States were debating the 
Ludlow Amendment, which called for a people’s vote on war. 
Rose Wilder Lane, a prominent American writer, published an 
article in Liberty calling for support of this issue. Eleanor 


Roosevelt, the First Lady, countered her arguments. [April, 
1939] 


WHY I OPPOSE A 
REFERENDUM ON WAR 


BV MRS. FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT 


We must be given the “right to refuse to be conscripted again 
without our consent, to fight again for foreigners”! The 
Ludlow Amendment is our only defense, according to Rose 
Wilder Lane. 


This does not seem to me a very realistic viewpoint, for I have 
yet to see a Congress which was not responsive to expressed 
public opinion. It is true that the congressman from 
Mississippi may not be very much interested in what the 
people of Maine may think about him, but he is always 
sensitive to what the people of Mississippi think about him. 


The fact that ours is a representative form of government, and 
that when we elect men to office we should trust them—which 
Miss Lane passes over so lightly—is a fact worth thinking 
about seriously. When we elect men to office they carry out 
our will as it is expressed by us from time to time. We intend 
that they shall do what we desire. A representative form of 
government such as ours envisioned the election of men to 
office on platforms whereby they agreed to stand for certain 
things; but we have never been willing to remain static, and 
our representatives are constantly being deluged with advise 
from home. We may not trust our politicians, as Miss Lane 
says. In that case our remedy is to watch them more closely 
and keep them better informed as to our opinions. 


We need no Ludlow Amendment if we are really aroused to 
making Congress carry out its representative functions. The 
real thing to be afraid of is not the power of public opinion, 
once it is formulated, but a hasty vote by the people influenced 
by propaganda and not in full possession of the facts. 


If we are going to refer the question of going to war to a 
popular referendum, why not refer any number of other 
questions which equally touch the lives of every individual 
citizen? A constitutional amendment, for instance, can be 
voted on either by the whole people in a referendum or by the 
legislatures of the various states, just as Congress decrees, and 
yet a constitutional amendment is of vital importance to every 
citizen. The question, for instance, of what shall be done about 
a health program affects every individual throughout the 
nation. Why not take a referendum on that? Why not take a 
referendum on legislation to curtail automobile accidents, 
which in a given period of time have taken toll of as many 
lives in this country as did the World War? 


If we begin taking referendums we might very well be taking 
the government out of the hands of the Congress, changing it 
from a representative form of government to a form of 
government which at present we seem on the whole not to be 
anxious to duplicate in this country. 


In the case of the Ludlow Amendment, it is true that 
responsible government officials know certain facts in a crisis 
that they cannot divulge to the nation at large, and the people 
must elect to office men whom they can trust to have the 
nation’s interests at heart. Then, if they keep their 
representatives informed as to their attitude toward such things 
as they feel fundamentally important, there is no danger of 
action being taken which in the light of existing facts would 
show a deliberate opposition to the expressed feeling of the 
nation. 


Certain forces are always mobilized to affect public opinion, 
and the fear that people will not make up their minds on facts 
alone, but on the prejudices which propaganda brings about, is 
far more realistic than the fear of not being able to register 
their desires and having Congress put the nation in a situation 
with which the people are out of sympathy. 


The confusion of a referendum on war at a time when rumors 
would be flying in every direction is not conducive to a 
reasonable vote; and why does the lady think we would have 
ten days to spare in deciding on the question of whether we 


would join with some other nation in a war? The minute there 
was any question of our doing anything of the kind, we would 
be open to attack by the enemy, and there is no longer a 
“gentlemen’s agreement” that you do not attack your enemy 
until war is declared. Undeclared war is the fashion today, and 
you can kill as many people in an undeclared war as after you 
have announced the fact that you are at war. 


Unfortunately today, no matter how far away your enemy may 
be, there is no part of the world so far away that we would not 
be menaced by enemy planes. No, we would not have ten 
days, ten peaceful days, during which our people might decide 
reasonably whether they wished their Congress to vote for or 
against a war. 


Then there is that other statement which Miss Lane so lightly 
dismisses, namely, that the Ludlow Amendment will weaken 
our national defense, and she sees no connection between this 
amendment and our defense. Defense is not made up entirely 
of war machinery. There are many lines of defense which 
precede the actual use of guns, airplanes, and the navy. 


Suppose, for the sake of argument, that we were making no 
threats at all, but that a nation was taking a highhanded 
attitude in its dealings with us. Would it make it any easier for 
the representatives of our State Department to deal with that 
nation if they knew, and the other nation knew, that ten days 
must 


elapse before this nation could go to war? Is it not conceivable 
that one of the things which keep us free and clear of war is 
that back of our diplomacy lies a strong national defense ready 
for immediate use at the behest of the Congress and the 
President? We do not intend to use it for offense, but if any 
nation ignored our diplomatic representatives and encroached 
on our rights, threatening military action, would not the 
immediate availability of our military defense act as a 
deterrent on a foreign Power? 


Are we one of the world’s strongest military Powers today? I 
remember Mr. William Jennings Bryan’s remark that all of our 
swords should be made into plowshares and that a million men 
would spring to arms overnight if we needed them. But what 


arms would they spring to? The sportsman’s rifle as against 
the latest machine guns? The strongest military Power must 
have the latest inventions in the air, on the land, and on the 
sea. Of course young men, and young women for that matter, 
would fight furiously in defense of America, but what good 
would it do them without planes, antiaircraft guns, ships, and 
artillery? 


I do not want to see the Ludlow Amendment passed in 
Congress. I am willing to have it debated, because I should 
like to hear all the arguments brought out and set before the 
American people as to the real effect of an amendment such as 
this. The only possible reason for passing the Ludlow 
Amendment is found in the fact that we seem to have lost faith 
in the value of expressing our own individual conclusions on 
world affairs to our representatives. We are willing to let 
things happen in the world and take the comfortable and lazy 
attitude that it is not our business to decide what is right or 
wrong. We soothe our consciences, which prick us a little, by 
saying that it is undiplomatic for people as individuals to state 
their point of view on the actions of other nations; that it might 
embarrass our State Department or our Executive. Of course, 
if we carry this too far we might presumably be faced with a 


situation where the Congress was not aware of what the people 
really felt, and then a referendum might be necessary to inform 
them. 


If, however, there is a real danger, it is not a Ludlow 
Amendment which we need. It is a return to the courage we 
once had to face situations and say where we stand. 
Conceivably we might announce that we do not intend to go to 
war, but that we have made up our minds that one side or the 
other is in the right and therefore, as far as we can do so, our 
influence and help shall be given on the side with which we 
are in sympathy. This decision might really help in some 
situations to prevent a war before it began. Perhaps we might 
prove that moral support, backed by 


economic support, was worth something in averting wars. 


No, Miss Lane, I want no Ludlow Amendment and I want 
people to believe in their representative form of government. 


They should feel the responsibility of electing representatives 
who will carry out the will of the electorate. If we cannot trust 
our representatives, then I think we cannot trust ourselves. 
When we register our real feelings so that they are 
unmistakable here and abroad, we will need no Ludlow 
Amendment. We will be strong in our democracy, stronger 
than we are today; for no one, not even Congress, will be 
uncertain as to where we stand as a nation. 


Five months after Hitler’s invasion of Russia, the Japanese 
surprise attacked Pearl Harbor, on December 7, 1941. It 
seemed as if Armageddon had indeed arrived! Now Hitler also 
faced as an adversary Franklin D. Roosevelt, a man the rabid 
FOhrer considered a weak captive of international Jewry. By a 
quirk of history, these two men had simultaneously achieved 
power. 


[April, 1943] 


TEN YEARS OF 
ROOSEVELT—AND 
HITLER 


BV ERNEST K. LINDLEY 





March 4 and 5,1933, stand out as among the most significant 
dates in history. On March 4, 1933, Franklin D. Roosevelt 
became President of the United States. On March 5, 1933, an 
“election” held in Germany firmly established Adolf Hitler as 
Chancellor. 


Few then realized how much the fate of the world would be 
determined by these two men. Yet they were opponents from 
the beginning, although neither fully realized it, and soon they 
became open enemies. Now they are locked in the death 
struggle which will shape the future of the world for centuries. 


The past records no world-shaping struggle so perfectly 
personified by two men. These two became antagonists not 
only because of the personal differences between them but 
also because of what they represent. One worked to elevate the 
human race and the other to degrade it. In Roosevelt, Hitler 
finds an adversary as tough and cunning as himself. 


When they came to power the United States and Germany 
were the two leading industrial nations of the world. They 
were also the two nations with the greatest potential capacity 
to wage modern war. By a curious circumstance they were the 
two large countries which, in some respects, suffered most 


severely from the world depression. It is not surprising, 
therefore, that in the United States and Germany there was 
sharp political upheaval. 


The direction each nation took, politically, was well advertised 
in advance. Hitler’s contempt for democracy and his ambitions 
for Germany had been outlined long before, in Mein Kampf. 
Even in Roosevelt’s first year 


as President, his hatred for Hitler and Nazism was no secret, 
either. 


The divergent paths taken by Roosevelt and Hitler are 
strikingly evident in comparing their day-to-day records. For 
example: 


On May 2, 1933, Hitler destroyed German labor unions, 
arrested their leaders and confiscated union property. The 
same day, Roosevelt’s aides drafted the National Industrial 
Recovery Act, which included a “magna carta” or bill of rights 
for labor. 


On October 4, 1933, the Nazis, having “Aryanized” the 
professions, suppressed Catholic organizations in Prussia, 
declared the Nazi Party the only legal party, and killed the free 
press. On the same day Roosevelt, addressing the National 
Conference of Catholic Charities, stressed the importance of 
social justice and political and religious freedom. 


On April 24, 1934, the Nazis set up a court of inquisition to try 
“treason” cases secretly. On July 13, after the “Bloody 
Saturday” purge, Hitler asserted his right to kill without 
benefit of law. At the same time, Roosevelt was asking the 
American Law Institute to study the adaptation of criminal law 
to modern needs, and had commended the American 
Judicature Society for its effort to “promote the efficient 
administration of justice” in accordance with the guaranties of 
the Constitution. 


On July 25, 1934, Hitler’s Nazis in Austria tried to seize that 
country by putsch, but failed; Chancellor Dollfuss was 
murdered. A few weeks previously Roosevelt had trans- 


mitted to the Senate a new treaty with Cuba abolishing the 
Platt Amendment, thus renouncing the right of armed 
intervention or other interference in Cuban affairs and placing 
relations between the United States and its neighbors on the 
basis of “sovereign equality and friendship.” 


On June 28, 1935, Nazis denied workers the freedom to 
choose jobs. On July 5 of the same year Roosevelt signed the 
National Labor Relations Act to protect the rights of workers 
to organize and bargain collectively. 


The contrasting diary could be amplified to cover the entire 
ten years. Hitler brought out the worst in the German character 
and tradition. Roosevelt sought to bring out and strengthen the 
best in the American character and tradition. Some citizens 
believed, or pretended to believe, that they could see no 
difference between Roosevelt and Hitler or another dictator. 
But they have long since been refuted by events and those who 
were not simply purblind will be regarded by historians as 
either sinster figures or mental curiosities. 


If Hitler had been the leader of a weak nation, he might not 
have engaged Roosevelt’s attention. But Roosevelt saw him as 
the heir of the tradition of Prussian militarism. Roosevelt had 
known this tradition from his boyhood—when he went to a 
German school and learned military map making. As Assistant 
Secretary of the Navy during World War I, he knew how close 
the Allies had come to losing that war. In the years which 
followed the armistice he did not forget German military 
genius, Germany’s imperial ambitions, and the immense 
strength of German industry. And when Hitler came to power 
and Germany started to rearm, Roosevelt knew trouble lay 
ahead. 


Roosevelt hoped, of course, that Hitler would be content with 
limited objectives. He supposed, too, that Germany’s near 
neighbors would stop Hitler before it was too late. But he took 
the lead in testing Hitler’s motives and in trying to arouse the 
world to the perils which were being incubated. 


As early as May, 1933, Roosevelt addressed a message to the 
heads of all nations, proposing what seemed to him a practical 
method of controlling armaments. This was, simply, to limit 


offensive armaments while permitting every nation to go the 
limit in fortifying its borders. 


“Modern weapons of offense,” the President declared, “are 
vastly stronger than modern weapons of defense. Frontier 
forts, trenches, wire entanglements, coast defenses —in a 
word, fixed fortifications—are no longer impregnable to the 
attack of warplanes, heavy mobile artillery, land battleships 
called tanks, and poison gas.” 


Our Maginot-minded gererals should have hearkened to this 
statement. 


Time after time Roosevelt called attention to the menace of 
Hitlerism. His first important act after his reelection in 1936 
was to attend the Special Inter-American Conference at 
Buenos Aires and say: “Beyond the ocean we see continents 
rent asunder by old hatreds and new fanaticisms. We hear the 
demand that injustice and inequality be corrected by resorting 
to the sword and not by resorting to reason and peaceful 
justice. We hear the cry that new markets can be achieved only 
through conquest. We read that the sanctity of treaties between 
nations is disregarded. 


“We know, too, that vast armaments are rising on every side... 
. Can we, the Republics of the New World, help the Old World 
to avert the catastrophe which impends?” 


Roosevelt’s immediate concern was the restoration of the 
American economy and the correction of long-standing social 
injustices. But he never lost sight of the threats gathering 
abroad, and in 1937, with the Chicago “quarantine” speech, 
his warnings began to come thicker and faster. 


The President was guilty of one misjudg- ment. He 
underestimated the speed and extent of German rearmament. 
In this he erred less than the French and the British (with the 
notable exception of Winston Churchill) and far less than most 
Americans. But even then 


Roosevelt placed too much faith in the French Army and 
undervalued the new offensive weapons and tactics which the 
Germans had developed. He thought that with some help from 
American industry, especially in the way of airplanes, the 


Anglo-French alliance had a good chance to hold the Nazis at 
bay and away from us. His error in judgment was in degree 
only; and he was nearer that mark than most of the leaders of 
the nations of Europe. 


One basic error—common to many European statesmen— 
Roosevelt never made. He never regarded Nazism as a barrier 
to Communism. When one of the leading financiers of Great 
Britain came to Hyde Park in 1933 to sell that idea, Roosevelt 
laughed in his face. That October, three days after Germany 
quit the League of Nations and withdrew from the 
Disarmament Conference, Roosevelt invited the Russians to 
send a special representative to Washington with a view to 
reestablishing diplomatic relations. There were other reasons, 
including the Far Eastern situation, for this action. Unlike the 
British and French conservatives—and the German 
industrialists who helped put Hitler in power—Roosevelt was 
not afraid of Communist Russia. He saw correctly that in the 
years immediately ahead Nazi Germany would be the great 
menace to world peace and the democratic order. 


Hitler knew that if the United States had not intervened 
Germany would have won the first World War—although he 
told the German people, and perhaps even came to believe 
himself, that they would not have lost that war if the home 
front had not crumbled. But Hitler underestimated the power 
of the United States. And his error, like Roosevelt’s, was one 
of degree only. It might not have been a fatal error if Hitler 
had not also underestimated the staying power of the British 
and the military might and political solidarity of the Soviet 
Union. For it was his dismissal of the United States as an 
important military factor which led him to turn from Britain to 
invade Russia. 


Hitler thought the United States had grown soft and corrupt 
and was torn by internal dissension. He thought, moreover, 
that the American people were too engrossed with their own 
troubles to notice what he was doing and where he was going. 
He thought that if we awoke at all, it would be only after he 
had Europe and Africa and Great Britain where he wanted 
them; and that in due course he would have us at his mercy. 
These too were only errors in degree. The American people 


were engrossed with their own affairs. They had grown soft in 
their habits and thinking. They were torn by internal 
dissension. And Hitler did come within an eyelash of getting 
what he wanted. But we, as a nation, woke up in time, thanks 
mainly to Roosevelt. 


Hitler’s greatest initial error probably was to underestimate 
Roosevelt. Although Roosevelt became fixed in the Nazi mind 
as the number one enemy, he was considered a distant and 
ineffectual enemy, to be dealt with in due time. Not until lately 
did Hitler appreciate that Roosevelt’s grasp of power politics 
was as firm as his own and his comprehension of military 
strategy as sound—if not sounder. 


In short, Roosevelt understood Hitler sooner and better than 
Hitler understood Roosevelt. 


In singling out Roosevelt and Hitler as the two leaders and 
symbols of a world conflict we do not need to slight other 
figures which loom large. Chiang Kai-shek stands for 
unconquerable China. But China is not yet a democracy, and 
by modern standards she is a weak nation. The critical struggle 
today is not between Chinese concepts and any other. China 
may gradually emerge as the leader of the Orient, but only 
because stronger nations help her to destroy her principal 
enemy. 


Winston Churchill shone forth suddenly in 1940 as the symbol 
of British dauntlessness. He is a great war leader, sure of a 
high place in history, but he is primarily a great British figure. 


Stalin stands for an ideology as well as a 


mighty nation, but primarily for the latter. Much as Hitler 
would like it to be that way, Communism is not the issue in 
this war. The ideology of the United Nations is principally of 
Anglo-American origin. 


Tojo and his fellow imperialists stand for things similar to, yet 
apart from, Nazism. Japan is not a German puppet. But it is a 
much weaker military power than Germany was. There is no 
real danger of Japanese domination of the world unless the 
Japs are left alone for a few years to assimilate their gains— 
and that prospect is remote. 


Mussolini, the first Fascist hero to rise, is about to become the 
first to go. Of him nothing more need be said—except that, 
fortunately, we did not follow the advice of the American 
citizens who said we needed somebody like him. 


But above all these stand Roosevelt and Hitler, the two men 
who came to power at the same time. That one or the other, 
and what he stood for, would determine the future of 


the world became glaringly plain when the Nazi legions sliced 
into France, and Britain for a time stood alone, barely able to 
keep her feet. It was then that Roosevelt stood forth as the 
leader of the Western world, not only because of the strength, 
tradition, and ideals of the United States, but also because of 
his own vision, skill, toughness, and determination. If Hitler 
had been lucky enough to draw a Harding or a Coolidge, the 
trans- Atlantic war might have been over by now, leaving us to 
man the last-ditch defenses of North America against a two- 
ocean attack. 


The supreme irony is that, in Roosevelt, Hitler created his own 
nemesis. They came to power independently, although they 
owed their ascent to the same thing: a worldwide depression. 
But Hitler kept Roosevelt in power. Except for Hitler, 
Roosevelt might have retired after two terms. As it was, Hitler 
re-elected Roosevelt in 1940. And before long Roosevelt will 
return the favor by helping to oust Hitler. 


Today Germany has the strongest economy in Europe while 
England flounders, as it has since war’s end. As far back as 
1946, only a year after Germany’s military collapse, one writer 
foresaw that this might happen. [August, 1946] 


OID GERMANY WIN THE 
WAR? 


BV WAVERLEY ROOT 


Not many years from now, historians and analysts, poring over 
the results of the fighting which ended last year, may well be 
putting to themselves this question: “Who won 


the war?” But you will cry, “That’s ridiculous! We won the 
war!” Did we? 


From a long-range viewpoint, the victor of a war is the nation 
which emerges from 


it with the most food, the most natural resources, the strongest 
industry, the largest population, and, in short, the best situation 
as compared with that of her neighbors. In all these respects, 
Germany today is better off than the countries who surround 
her. In other words, Germany won the war. 


Or, more exactly, Germany won one of the two wars she 
fought. The first was her attempt to dominate the world, which 
she came perilously close to winning. But in 1943, when 
defeat at Stalingrad and the Allied invasion of North Africa 
convinced her that it was most unlikely that she could achieve 
her maximum objectives, she shifted to minimum objectives. 
She concentrated on winning the European war. Resigning 
herself to the probability that the weight of the two great non- 
European powers—the United States and Russia—would 
defeat her on the field of battle, she set to work to create a 
situation which would leave her, after her military collapse, 
the strongest potentially of the European powers. 


If she has won the European campaign, it may be that she can 
still win the global campaign. For it is the victor of the last 
battle who is the victor of a war. And 1f the position she may 
hope to attain in Europe will permit her in the future to reopen 
the World War which has already passed through two phases, 


it is not impossible that in the third phase she may win that last 
battle. 


Her chances of doing so depend on the answer to one question, 
still difficult to answer: “Did Germany win the European 
war?” 


To answer that question, let us examine the goals Germany set 
for herself in 1943 and see if she has attained them, or is in the 
process of attaining them. 


One of the first means which the German master planners 
foresaw was that of tipping the balance of population in their 
favor—in other words, of making sure that in a future war 
Germany would have more soldiers than her neighbors. In a 
memorandum which he was commissioned to prepare on 
methods for turning defeat into final victory, General 


Otto von Sttllpnagel, German military commander in France, 
asked: 


“What does a provisional defeat matter to us if, because of the 
destruction of manpower ... which we will have been able to 
inflict on our enemies and neighboring territories, we have 
obtained a margin of ... demographic superiority greater than 
before 1939?” 


Obtaining a margin of demographic superiority was a nice way 
of saying that the Germans proposed to kill off as many 
persons of other nationalities as they could while they were 
still able to do so. But how many were to be killed off? 
Marshall von Rundstedt provided the figures in an address 
before the Imperial War Academy in Berlin on the occasion of 
the founding of the Bureau of Economic War. 


“One of the great mistakes of 1918,” he said, “was to spare the 
civil life of the enemy countries, for it is necessary for us 
Germans to be always at least double the number of the 
peoples of contiguous countries. We are therefore obliged to 
destroy at least a third of their inhabitants. The only means is 
organized underfeeding, which in this case is better than 
machine guns. ° ’ 


Victory for Germany in this phase of her campaign, therefore, 
measured by the standards of the Germans themselves, 
consisted in killing one-third of their neighbors—that is, some 
25,000,000 persons—and retaining, themselves, enough 
persons to make their numbers twice the population of 
surrounding countries. On last April 13, the International 
Committee for the Study of European Questions issued in 
London a fourteen-page report based on official Allied 
documents and captured German files which concluded that 
Hitler had been “entirely successful” in his scheme for 
achieving “demographic superiority.” 


According to the report, Germany, despite a loss of 3,600,000 
lives in the war, has increased her population nine percent 
since 1939. She now has a population of 73 million compared 
to 69 million in 1939. Her neighbors have dropped from 65 
million to 40 


million at the most (France alone had a population of 42 
million before the war). It may be that Germany has not yet 
attained double the population of her neighbors, but her 
chances are good. 


Turn now to the question of food. It could certainly be 
maintained that the side which is eating better after the war 
won in that respect at least. It has a bearing on the battle for 
population also; for if Germany, with unimpaired health in the 
fall of 1945, according to the London report, continues to eat 
better than her victims, undernourished for five years of Nazi 
occupation, she will obviously widen the margin of numbers 
which separates her from them. 


Moreover, if Germany eats better than her neighbors, she will 
have won a skirmish also on the psychological battlefield. For 
Germany’s food policy toward her victims was based partly on 
the theory that because of racial superiority, Germans had a 
right to eat better than others. Therefore, even when plenty of 
food was available, rations for non- Germans were deliberately 
kept below those of Germans. As an officer of the German 
Kommandantur in Paris put it for the case of the French: 


“Hunger is a necessity and a just punishment for the French. 
We want the standard of living of the Frenchman to be inferior 


to that of the German. ” 


What Frenchman conscious of that German attitude during the 
war can feel that Germany’s defeat was complete when 
Germans still eat better than Frenchmen today? 


Yet France is not an extreme example. On the contrary, except 
for Denmark, Belgium and, less certainly, Holland, France is 
the best-fed of the formerly occupied countries. Conditions in 
Poland and Greece, for example, are infinitely worse. 


Again and again American statements have been made to 
assure the world that it is not the policy of the Allies that 
Germany should eat better than her former victims. But at the 
same time, the occupation forces of the Allies 


are in Germany. They are responsible for the government of 
the country and for feeding it, while the liberated nations are 
left to their own devices. It is perhaps inevitable that the 
occupation forces should have a tendency to see to Germany’s 
needs first. American military authorities not long ago insisted 
that Germany must have more food, because otherwise 
disorder and disease would make trouble for the occupiers. 
Disorder and disease may occur in other European countries as 
well; but there they cause no trouble to the chief supplier of 
food for the world, the United States. As a result, there is a 
strong inclination to feed Germany first. 


There is a similar inclination, largely for the same reason, to 
restore German economy first. This development was foreseen 
by the Germans and formed part of their wartime plan. Das 
Schwarze Korps, the official newspaper of the S. S. forces, 
said on October 17, 1943: 


“It is necessary that the Anglo-Saxons, who after our 
magnificently organized bankruptcy of 1923 were faced with 
the dilemma of transfer, should be faced this time with the 
dilemma of reconstruction—whether Europe shall be 
reconstructed and cannot be reconstructed without us or 
whether chaos shall be eternal and lead to definite ruin. We 
should destroy in the occupied countries more than can be 
destroyed in Germany. ” 


This also the Germans succeeded in doing. Outside of her 
cities, Germany has been comparatively untouched by war. 
Even the destruction done in the German cities has been vastly 
overrated by enthusiasts for aerial bombardment. The actual 
picture was given by Henry H. Fowler, director of the Enemy 
Branch of the late Foreign Economic Administration, in a 
report in which he noted that “the industrial base of [German] 
agegression—the base which it built up over the last twenty- 
five years and which enabled her nearly to conquer the world 
—is virtually untouched.” 


Of course the Allies propose to take away 


much of Germany’s industrial potential. But how much? In 
1932 Germany consumed only 3 1/2 million tons of steel. 
With Hitler’s advent, steel production was pushed for war 
purposes and Germany worked up to 22 million tons. No one 
except the Russians advocates today reducing Germany’s steel 
capacity to the 1932 mark. American suggestions have varied 
from 5 million to 8 million tons, and the British have 
suggested as much as 11 million. The figure accepted by the 
Allies at present is 7 1/2 million tons, more than twice the pre- 
Hitler production. But even assuming that a cut were made to 
the 1932 figure, experience has shown that it would only 
require another Hitler to work back from this beginning to the 
level which would again make it possible for Germany to arm 
for a new aggression. 


That is why the French want the Ruhr separated from 
Germany. In their eyes, the important matter is not the figure 
to which German steel capacity is reduced today, but keeping 
Germany from possessing the resources which will permit her 
to increase that capacity tomorrow. The British, for reasons 
both economic and political, have consistently opposed this 
separation (a policy in which they have been backed by the 
United States, though the Foreign Economic Administration 
recommended exactly the opposite course) and have also 
advocated a much higher level of industrialization for 
Germany than any of the other allies. Since they administer the 
industrial zone, it is probable that their ideas will prevail. That 
means more industrial power for Germany. 


Meanwhile the heavy destruction wreaked on all Europe by 
the Germans has made it almost impossible to reconstruct 
other countries without reconstructing Germany first. All 
Continental countries, for instance, are crippled by lack of 
locomotives. Almost the only place where locomotives can be 
made to replace those stolen by Germany or destroyed by 
military action is—Germany. The Reich may be made to 
deliver new locomotives as reparations, but that means that it 
is she who 


will get her foundries and locomotive factories running again 
first, and, therefore, she who will possess the greatest 
industrial potential. 


Again, European industry as a whole hangs upon the coal of 
the Ruhr. Simple justice would seem to demand that France, 
whose coal industry was badly crippled under the German 
occupation, should have a prior call on this coal. But the fact is 
that for coal, as for food, Germany comes first. 


For the April 1-June 30 period, the allocation of Ruhr coal to 
France was 2,497,000 tons. Together with her own production, 
that would give her a total of 9,500,000 tons. For this same 
period the amount of coal allotted to western Germany (that is, 
all the territory not occupied by Russia) was 13,310,000 tons. 


It is interesting to break these figures down into those for the 
different occupation zones. The French zone gets 1,496,000 
tons, which includes both coal mined locally and that brought 
into the zone. The American zone gets 3,796,000 tons. The 
British zone gets 8,018,000 tons! 


It is true, of course, that the British zone is that of heavy 
industrialization and so would have taken the lion’s share of 
the coal in the prewar area. But since the Allies are supposed 
to be depriving Germany of a considerable part of her heavy 
industry, there seems less reason why so great a disproportion 
should be continued. 


The fact that the occupying forces have assumed responsibility 
for Germany but have none for her victims and therefore tend 
to give first attention to Germany’s interests weighs also upon 
the conception of her economy as a whole. At Potsdam it was 


decided sagely that Germany should not be permitted to enjoy 
a standard of living higher than that of her victims. That 
standard was estimated to be the German level for 1938, less 
thirty-four percent, which was to be the maximum prosperity 
to be permitted to Germany. But once that level had been set, a 
subtle change occurred in the American ap- 


proach to the problem of reconstructing Germany. This level 
began to be accepted as the minimum standard. The obligation 
of guaranteeing to Germany that she should reach this level of 
subsistence was accepted. Last March it was agreed that 1949 
was to be the date at which Germany should be able to return 
to full world trade. 


With the United States, the world’s most powerful economic 
power, committed to raise Germany to the standard of living 
agreed upon and to get her back into full world trade in three 
years, it will no doubt be done. But there is no one to 
guarantee a similar degree of prosperity for Germany’s 
victims, who do not expect to be back to normal by 1949. 
Thus the effort which started out with the intention of 
preventing Germany from coming out of the war economically 
better off than her victims is now being converted into a plan 
to restore her to normalcy with the aid of Britain and the 
United States, while her victims, left, comparatively speaking, 
to their own devices, will almost inevitably lag behind. 


Thus another objective set forth in the Stulpnagel 
memorandum will be achieved, for he wrote: “The conquest of 
the world will require numerous stages, but the essential is that 
the end of each stage brings an economic and industrial 
potential greater than that of our enemies.” 


These are by no means the only objectives of the Nazis which 
have been attained. Alfred Rosenberg was assigned in 1943 to 
keep the Nazi philosophy alive underground and to prepare for 
its later resurgence. Numerous arrests of members of 
clandestine groups, of which the most spectacular was the raid 
in which nearly 1,000 Germans were taken into custody last 
April, have attested to the fact that the Nazi underground 
exists. Its chief aim at present is to keep the Nazi political 


philosophy alive. Every Allied administrator in Germany 
knows how strong that ideology still is. 


Another field in which the Germans planned to contest their 
apparent defeat was that of politico-psychological warfare. 
“We 


do not have to fear peace conditions analogous to those which 
we have imposed,” Stulpnagel predicted accurately, “because 
our adversaries will always be divided and disunited. Our 
enemies recognize already that the 1920 formula, ‘Germany 
will pay,’ lacked sense and worth.” 


Stulpnagel was so right that as long ago as last December 
economic specialists in the American occupation forces gave it 
as their opinion that Germany could not pay reparations, and 
estimated that in spite of all the talk that Germany would pay 
for the occupation, it would actually cost American taxpayers 
about a billion dollars. As for disunity between the Allies, that 
is clearly the world’s first problem today. The constant 
German propaganda before and during the war, tending to split 
Russia on the one hand from the Western democracies on the 
other, has never produced such marked effects as today, 
though the war is, apparently, over. The schism between the 
Russian and the Anglo-Saxon worlds is the major political fact 
of the postwar era. The result is that behind the iron curtain 
and the silken curtain, Russia and Britain are each resisting all 
attempts to weaken their sections of Germany, because each 
wants to use the Germans as a bulwark against the other. 


What could suit better the secret purposes of the Germans of 
the east and of the west, who are waiting only for the 
propitious moment—five years, ten years, twenty years from 
now—when they will join forces with the strength obligingly 
left to them by their former enemies? 


“With the war booty which we have accumulated, the 
enfeebling of two generations of manpower, the destruction of 
the industries of our neighbors and that which we can save of 
our own,” Stulpnagel wrote, “we shall be better placed to 
conquer in twenty- five years than we were in 1939. The 
interval of twenty-five years is the limit of the interval, for that 


is the time which will be required for Russia to repair the 
destruction we have visited on her.” 
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That is the program the Germans set for themselves: to 
achieve a position after the war stronger than that of their 
neighbors so that some time within the next twenty-five years 
they can attack again. The objectives which they considered 
necessary to give them that position have been attained or are 
being attained: a larger population, more food, stronger 
industrial potentiality, an organized underground to maintain 
German unity, a psychological atmosphere that will maintain 
Allied disunity. 


So far, the program seems to have been successful. 


But, you may ask, has not the unforeseen advent of the atomic 
bomb so altered the military situation as to outdate Germany’s 
plans? The answer is “No,” for two reasons. The first is that 
Germany’s conceptions were broad enough to stand up in spite 
of the introduction of new and better weapons. The second is 
that the atomic bomb was not entirely unforeseen. For 
Germany was working on the atomic bomb even before the 
last war began. And in 1945, just before the end of the war, her 
scientists were at last on the right track. Facing defeat, the 
Nazis from that moment included in their plans the possible 
use of the atomic bomb after the war to re~ 


Chic frauleins model the latest styles at Berlin’s first postwar 
fashion show. German women were the best dressed in Europe 
in 1946. 


verse its verdict. They failed to take into account only one 
thing: They had no inkling of the fact that the United States 
had already wrested its secret from the atom. 


But we may be virtually certain that Germans somewhere are 
still working to pierce the secret of the bomb. Once they have 
it, the balance in weapons will not merely be equalized; the 
Germans will have the advantage. For the importance of 
striking the first blow in atomic warfare gives the edge to the 
aggressor, who will not be deterred by any considerations of 
morality or humanity from hitting by surprise and 


treacherously. The appearance of the atomic bomb, therefore, 
has not nullified Germany’s successes. 


Dare we say at this moment, then, that Germany did not win 
this war? The final answer may have to wait for the next one, 
for which German preparations began two years before the last 
war ended. That next campaign she expects to win. If she 
does, one thing is certain: At its end, she will not permit any 
conditions to exist which will make it possible to doubt, as we 
may doubt today, who was the victor. A German victory will 
be complete and unquestioned. We know the kind of peace a 
victorious Germany would have made. It would have been 
inexorable. 


tn the same year, these Yugoslav children crouch on an earthen 
floor over their meal of mash. To millions of Europe’s 
children, victory was just a word. 


EPILOGUE: 1945 


BY ALLEN CHURCHILL 


1945 — The bodies of Hitler and his wife were burned beyond 
recognition, by his order, on a pyre in the Chancellery garden 
above the bunker. Goebbels and his wife, also there, presided 
over the murder by poison of their six children, then 
committed suicide themselves. Gdring, not in the bunker, was 
captured and tried as a war criminal at Nuremburg; sentenced 
to die, he somehow managed to swallow a poison capsule two 
hours before execution. Heinrich Himmler, dread Gestapo 
chief, bit into his cyanide capsule at the moment of arrest. 
Rudolf Hess, now more than eighty years old, remained in 
Spandau prison; England and France were willing to release 
him, but Russia refused. 


November 9, 1978, was the fortieth anniversary of the 
beginning of the Holocaust, Kristallnacht (Crystal Night), so 
called because of the shiny glass from the broken windows of 
synagogues and Jewish shops. On this night of infamy, the 
storm-trooper rampage surpassed anything that had gone 
before and presaged death for more than 6 million Jews. 


At ceremonies commemorating Kristallnacht, Chancellor 
Helmut Schmidt wore a black skullcap and admitted a German 
“heritage of guilt” for treatment of the Jews. As he spoke, 
signs appeared in some German towns reading “The Lie of the 
Gas Chambers,” “Jews Out,” “A Dead Jew is a Good Jew,” 
and “TheFtihrer Lives.” 


World War II can, with perfect truth, be called Hitler’s War. 
There will never be another conflict like it, for along with so 
much else it helped propel the world into an age of nuclear 
weapons. And in a myriad other ways as well, it has left an 
imprint on years that followed. 


“It is only terrible if we forget about it.” —Gunter Grass 
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leading political figures, including de Gaulle, Churchill, 
Gandhi, Mussolini—all wrote of Hitler in the pages of boerty. 


And not only the famous had their say there. Pauline Kohler, 
first a prisoner in Dachau, then housemaid at Berchtesgaden, 
tells intimate details of the FLihrer’s household: his routine, 
his diet, his wardrobe—and his women. A former Nazi spy 
turned FBI informer gives a frightening picture of a German 
espionage apparatus in New York City. 


Each of the writers in this book contributes another piece to 
the mosaic that, in the end, is a complete picture of this almost 
inconceivable man and the Germany he led. 
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books, including The Roosevelts: American Aristocrats d The 
Improper Bohemians. 
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CONTEMPORARY VIEWS 1930-1945 


EDITED BY ALLEN CHURCHILL 
Some of the varying ways Hitler was seen by his 
contemporaries, as reported in EYEWITNESS HITLER: 


HITLER THINKS HE WILL DIE THIS YEAR— Pierre van 
Paassen 


MY CONVERSATIONS WITH HITLER— Pastor Martin 
Niemoeller 


“WE MUST AROUSE THE GERMAN SOUL!’— George 
Sylvester Viereck 


WHO CAN TAKE OVER WHEN HITLER IS DEFEATED? 
— William L. Shirer 


WHAT THE NAZIS ARE DOING TO JEWS— Konrad 
Bercovici 


FASCISM IS THE FUTURE— Benito Mussolini 

LET US HAVE MORE DICTATORS— George Bernard Shaw 
THE PRICE OF PEACE— Neville Chamberlain 

I CANNOT HATE HIM— Mahatma Gandhi 

THE MISTAKES OF WORLD WAR I— Winston Churchill 


GERMANY’S SECRET PLANS FOR INVADING 
ENGLAND— Wythe Williams 


NO MORE APPEASEMENT— Anthony Eden 


WE HAVE JUST STARTED TO FIGHT— General Charles 
de Gaulle 


INSIDE LONDON— John Gunther 


WHY I OPPOSE A REFERENDUM ON WAR— Mrs. 
Franklin D. Roosevelt 


... and many more. 





